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PREFACE 

TO THE SECOND EDtTION 


A fresh edition of tlie late Afr llobeitson's 
sonnet anthology being now required, I have 
been a'jUed by the publishers to wiite a bhort 
preface, and to suggest any alterations or 
additions that may appear to be desirable 'Xlic com 
piler, howeveTj would seem to have done his noik so 
admirably that it w^ould manifestly he doing injustice 
to his selection if any extensive alterations irere raado 
therem, and I liave therefoie restiinted myself to 
suggesting that the following eight sonnets should be 
added (1) Wordsn orth'^ “ToTonssamt L'Ouveiture”, 
(S) Shelley’s “ Yc hasten to the dead ' Wliat seek yc 
there”, (S) Lord Hanmers ^ The Old Fisher "and 
(4) “Lhe Pine Woods”, (5) Aubrey deVeic’s “Soirow”, 
(6) W B Scott’s “'lhe Universe Void ” , (7) Wilfiid 
Scaweii Blunt’s “ The Sublime ” , and (8) Rupert 
Brooke’s “ The Soldier ” 

The first of these is universally admitted to be 
one of ^Vord&iiorth’s finest sonnets and the second by 
Shelley is httlc, if at all, inftu-ior to it The l^vo by 
Lord Hanmer ere greatly admired by my late friend 
and colleague Aiistm Dobson, and more especially the 
graphic description of “ The Old Fisher,” which is 
almost unique in its idild simpUciLy Sir Blunt’s 
sonnet “ The Sublime ’ has been described as “ sonorous 
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.yjd inajestic^"^ and it Ivas fot some time Ijeen regojded 
fi5 not un-vvoi'thy to be daased with such famous 
sonnets as Sidton « ** Ma.ssacre in Piediront,” Sbdlej’b 
“ Ozymandias,’ and Word&'vvoj.tlis “On Westminster 
Bndge” “ The Soldier," by Rupeit Broot e, although 
TVTitten so recently, has already become a general 
f-wounle, and has been so oftcu t^uoted and referred 
io that no representatne collection of Engh^ sonnets 
could now IjG considered fiatisfactorj or complete nhicli 
did not include it 

It XTiU he noted that the late IVIr Robertson's 
onginal preface is reprinted exactly as it eppeared in 
the fiirst edition , and that no altemtioHb have been 
mode m the tcs.t bf»jond the slight additions above 
mentioned 

AcLno^ledgment is due to tlm autnor and to 
Messrs Matnulian & Co , Ltd for pecmission to pnnt 
the double sonnet ‘‘The Sublime' from the PosUccil 
TForis ot Wilfrid Scanen Blunt (1914) ab o to Messrs 
Sidg-nch &. Jackson, Ltd , and the Jolin X^ne Compan), 
Ne«r York, for permission to inchide “ Tlie Soldier 
from 19Xi and Otficr Pocma, by Rupert BiooKc 

It IS to be hoped that this second edition of Mr 
Itohertsaas anthology may prose as successful as the 
■fitstj and that the -voluipc may evcatuilly become the 
peemonent stand.ird coBeciaon of Englnrh sonnets 


50 BaoHUEssTra's 
NTT 6 
Jcfihary f 


SAilUCL tVAt>nii.6T0V. 



THE PREFACE 

AND ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 


I T lies wholly outside the scope of a populai col- 
lection such as this to piovide an es^ay on 
the Instorj, stiucture, and development of the 
Sonnet. In like manner, literary annotations, 
whether biogiaphical or ciitical, have been excluded 
My commission ^^as simply to make an anthology of 
some 230 sonnets from the whole lange of English 
literature, giving, however, a friendly preference to the 
woik of recent and living authors At the last moment, 
the number of sonnets was slightly inciensed, enabling 
me to make the representation of our gi eatt r poet^, such 
as Shakespeare, Wordsworth, Rossetti, more adequate, 
and thus securing a better balance for the collection 
Were any apologj needed foi the appearance of 
such a volume, it would be found in the fact that 
sonnet-books are at piesent very scaice and difficult 
to procure, tho c of Leigh Hunt, Dennis, Mam, Mi. 
Waddniglon, Mi Hail Came, and Mr S "Wellwood 
being all out of print Sharp’s cvci popular cfs 
of the Xtndcnxth Cvtxixiry is still in ciiculntioii, but it 
nctP'^-.anlv covers onlv a hniitotl part of tlie field, and 
siipplic' the leader with no examples of our early 
'onnet-hteniture, or of that which has been npponnng 
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of late On tlic othei Iiond, Sir A Quiller-Couch s 
J})\ghsh SonmU (1897) and Mr Bowjer Nichols’ Little 
Book of BnghsJi Sonnets (1903) stop shoit, the one 
witli Mrs Bi owning, the other with Keats and Hood 
In these circumstances, it is hoped that the present 
\olume, containing, as it does, about 340 copyright 
sonnets m addition to the best of an earlier age, may 
obtain something more than a passing glance from 
genuine lovers of poetry Whatever its iaults, it can 
at least lay claim to the meiit of making readily 
accessible to geneial reader' a Inige number of beautiful 
poems in a foim of verse which has ever been chief 
iaiounte "with our great masters for the espression of 
their most intimate and elevated thoughts 
To all wlio have favoured me nith their kind per- 
mission to lepimt copyright sonnets, I de')ire to ex- 
press here my most grateful Uianks namely, to — The 
Hon Maurice Baling, the "Dean of Norwich (H C 
Beeching), Mr A C Benson (and his publisher, 
Mr John Lane) , Mi liaurcnce Binyon , Mi Wilfrid 
Scawen Blunt , Mr Robert Bridges (and his publishers, 
Messrs Smith, Lldei & Co ) , Mr W, L Courtney , 
Lord Alfred Douglas, Mr Edmund Gosse, Mr 
Maunce Hewlett , Mr Edmond Holmes , Mr Ernest 
Myers, Mr John Pajne, Canon Ilaunsle} , Mr 
Samuel Waddmgton, Dr T Heibert Wairen 
(President of Magdalen College, Oxford) , Mr Wil- 
liam Watson, Mt A. St John Adcock, for “Outside 


VUl 
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tbe Church ” iTrom a London Garden David Nutt, 
190S) , Mr Henry Newbolt, for “ Devon ’ (Poeme 
New and Old John Murray, 1912), also to Mi. 
Bertram Dobell, for a sonnet by himself and one 
by James Thomson (B V ) , Mr Coulson Kernahan, 
for a sonnet by himself and four by Philip Bourke 
Marston, Mi W M Rossetti, for his own “Demo 
cracy Downtrodden and for “ A Sonnet is a moment’s 
monument ’ by D G Rossetti, Mr Theodoie Watts 
Dunton, for his own sonnets and those of A C 
Swinburne also to Mine Duclatix (A Mary F Robin 
son), the lion Mrs Telkm (Ellen Tlhoineycroft 
Fowler), Mrs Alice Meyiiell , Mis Woods (and her 
publishers, Messrs Mocuiillan & Co ) ul»o to Mis 
Dowden, for sonnets by the late Piofessor Dowden, 
Mias Harnett Jay, foi a sonnet by Robeii; Buchanan 
Mrs Lee Hamilton, for sonnets by Eugene Lee Hamil 
ton , Lady Leighton Wairen, for sonnets by Loid de 
Tabley, Mi*s E\e1een Mjeis, for sonnets by Tiedenc 
W H Myers , ISIi» Romanes, for a sonnet by Geoige 
J Romanes also to Mr Bennett Goldne^, for a 
sonnet by Sebistiau Evans Mr Hoiatio Broun, for 
sonnets b) J A bymond*. The Marquess of Creue, 
for “The Tt-muaiie bj Liuid Houghton (Mi Joliii 
Murray consenting) Mr ILduaid Garnett, foi sonnets 
by Richard Gainett Mr W D Mam, for a sonnet 
by Daiid M l\Iam cditoi of the admuable rjeasiiry 
of JJngheh Sonniisj 1880 , Mr M ilfrid IMcynell, foi 

IX. 
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DRmiuofm or haoibohicdbn (com ) 

Of this fair \olunje which we Worid do name 
Run , shtphercJi, tun Where Bethicm blest appears, 

O than the fairest day fbnce fairer night I 

EVANS, SEBASTIAN, 1880 IS09 

Help thou, but he not holpen If need he, 

PANE, JULIAN, 1827 1870 

How many a year hath Time with felon hand. 

0 visioned face anuttembly fair, 

rOWLER, ELLEN THORNEYCROPT 

Nan certain ttoinen carted tlieir names in stone 

GARNETT, RICHABH, 1835 3000 

1 will not rail orgnete nhen torpid dd 
This httfe light n not a little sjga 

I saw the youthful singers of my day 

GO&SE, EDMUND, b 1340 

Hign m the organ loft, with lilied hair 

Last night I woVe and found between us drawn, —* 

Cool, and palm shaded from the torrid heat, 

GREENE, ROCERT, 1560 1592 
Ah I Were she pitiful as she is fiiir 

GRIFFIN, BARTROXOhOEW. ? 1002 

Fair IS my love that feeds among tlie hbes, 

HANJIUR, JOHN, LORD 180» 1881 
Tliou art a tislier ol Marotbo , lone 
We sUnd upon the moorish mountaLn side 

HEMANS, FELICIA DOROTHEA, 17B31835 

How many blogscd groups this hour are bending, 
HERBERT, GEORGE, 1693 183B 

Lord, uitli what care hast Thou beirirt us round 1 

HER LETT, MAURICE, b 1861 

l\Tien winds blow high and leaves begin to fall, 
HOLMES, ED5I0ND, b 183«> 

Not m tile strength of du^ hut of love, 

0 land of solitude, can 1 foeget 

The Shannon bore me to thy bosom snde 
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HOOD, TIIOniAS, 1700-1845 

It IS not doath, that sometime in a sigh 

HOUGHTON, LORD, 1800-1885 

See boiv the small eoncentiate fiery force 

HUNT, LEIGH, 17a4i-18S9 

Green little vaulter in tfae sunny grass. 

It flows through old hushed Egypt and its sands, 

INGELOW, JEAN, 1820-1897 

Haply bomc Rajah first m ages gone 

KEATS, JOHN, 1795-1821 

Much have I travelled in the realms of gold, 

. The poetry of earlli is never dead * 

Happy IS England 1 1 could be content 
CoTtie hither all sweet maidens soberly, 

O koCL euibalmer of Uie still midnight ! 

After dark vapours' have oppressed otrr pfams 
The day is gone, and all its sweets are gone I 
Bnght star, would 1 were steadfast as thou art-— 

KEMBLE, PRANCES ANNE, 1800-1890 
Cover me with your evcrlastuig arms, 

KERNAHAN, COULSON, b 1858 

If in Life’s Camp 1 saw my tent-door darkeii, 

LASiIB, CHARLES, 1775-18S4 

In Chnstian world Mary the garland wears 1 
An album is u banquet : from the store, 

T.ANG, ANDREW, 1844-1912 

As one that for a weary roace has Iain 
The wail of Alosclius on the mountains crying 

LEE-HAMILTON, EUGENE, 1845-1907 

A sudden pang contracts the heart of day, 

In dim green depths rot ing t laden ships, 

‘Tis Chnstmas, and we gaze witli downbent head 
We search, the darkness from the v ilia’s height, 

LEKROY, EUV^’ARD CRACBOFT, 1855-1891 
White sails that on the honzon flash and flee, 

M> heart’s Ideal, that somewhere out of sight 
I walked to-dnj wlierc Past and Present meet. 
Two minutes’ rest till the nes-t man goes in i 
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IS GALLIENNC, RICHARD, Ij im 

I dreamed !«ist niglit Uat ibi for whom my dojs 
LODGE, THOMAS JUSB 1025 

0 Bliiidy v'iScB, O £ttw euncIiM meads, 

LYITON, EARL OF. *8ni 

Aliendy ivtwng ! In W»e dustiest noofc 
MAIN, DAVID M , 184b 1888 

0 losfd wildLiRtadt lliathastlicenapowet 
JIABSrON, PHILIP BOORKE, I850-1S8? 

It must has eLceo foe one of us, m) oim, 

Thj hps otc 4su..t and itme eye* •>« *tiU } 

H«ce, 'rhere lart night she came,— es cji she, for wbcio 178 
To laeiny Ufestuasos o haunt^ house, 170 

MCYNELL, /VLICE 

1 must not tt.»nX ol Iht* , onA, tiwd ytt strong, 

Your ossm fair youth, you chloso litUofor it, B47 

MILTON, JOHN, 1C09 lC?t 

0 Nigfitingalc. fl)ot on yon Noomy spnij 46 

Jliof! «mn nathTiin<,tlu.sui)lieltncrol ^uth, 47 

IVhen 1 eenstderlimr my light is spent, 48 

La\rtcnco.of\ittuosisfelhctvirtuosis60Ti, 48 

CyriaeV, thi5 ihiec years il t> Ihe-e eyes, tJiougJ) dear, 50 
Avenge , 0 Loid.-thy slaoglitctwi saints, svlioso hones 51 


MOHINC, GEORG®. IJOMm 

Day —like a conmiemr nuirclUng to Ws iMt, 103 

MYERS, ERNEST. 18M-3821 

Norr.ns'trlKmscmilinmiuthlughfc&tival 218 

He left tltt upland Iirnis and seienc ,ur 218 

jin.’Kfis rnnDERre w. n . isio iwn 

Dim in tne moon wvfc-'neitenng Humber floored , 102 

Oh for 0 %n)o> tiKit in nsii>g*i>song 108 

NEIVEOLT, SIR HDSTIY, b I8CB 

Dcopnoodfd oombea, dear nwmnJcd hills of mom, "52 
Q-SKAUGHNESSY, ARTHUR. 18M.1881 

0 wom.in , nliose familiar face I IwW 107 
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PAYNE, JOHN, I842-1Q1G page 

To thee, my master, thee, my shining one, 206 

Seven lamps of gold the spmL’s sanctuaiy 207 

Of all the Gods, for Love my heart is sore, 208 

The honeysuckle clambers everywhere 209 

Fui- tins I tli'>nk the Fates, that eke Iiave been 210 

The end of the old order draweth nigh , 2li 

PROCTER, RBYAN WALLER, 1787 1874 

Tell us, O Guide, hy what strange natural laws 85 

RALEIGH, Sm WALTER, 1552 1618 

Metliought I saw the grave wltere Laura lay, 21 

RAWNSLEY, HARDWICK DRUMMOND, 1850-1S20 

We climbed the steep where headless Edwm lies — B88 

Lind of undying Winter, eudless Spring, 284 

ROUmSON, A. MARY F ‘ 

Along the plaoetroe dappled pearly street, 887 

Sometimes when I sit musing all alone 288 

ROMANT5S, GEORGE JOHN, 1848 1894 

Be it not mine to steal the cultured ITowcr 175 

ROSCOB, WILLIAM CALDWELL, 1828 1858 

Like a musician, that with flying finger 114 

Sad soul, whom God, resuming nhat He gave, 115 

ROSSETTI. CHRISTINA, 1830 1894 

Remember me when I am gone away, 130 

The curtains were half drawn, the Hoot was swept 131 

Go from me, summer fnends, and tarry not 182 

Love that iS dead and buried, },esteiday 133 

Ah, woe IS rue for pleasure that is vain, 184 

ROSSETTI, DftNTE GABRIEL, 1828 1882 

A Sonnet is a moment’s monument, — xxii 

When do I sec thcc most, beloved one ^ 120 

O Lord of all compassionate control, 121 

‘ Thou Ghost,’ I said, ‘ mid is lh> name To day 122 

Girt in d'lrk growths, jet glimmering with one star, 123 
And thou, O Life, the lady of all bhss, 124 

The lost dnj " of my life until to day, 325 
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EOSSETTI, D G {a>nt ) piof 

And now Love sang but his was such a song, 127 

“O ve, all 3(5 that walk ID WiUowTPOod, 128 

Sa sang he and as meeting rose and rose J-Sy 

ROSSETTI, WUXIAM MICHAEL, 1829 1019 

Hew long, O Lord ? — ^The voice is sounding still • 103 

RUSSELL, THOMAS, 1768 1788 

Oa tlu-s loDMsle whose rugged rocks niinght 

SCOTT, •WELHAJI BELL, 1811 1890 

Revohang worlds, revolving s>stcms, yea, 142 


SHAtCESPEARE, ITO-LIAilf ISCi-UIG 
ShiU I compare thee to a stDimicr*s day ? 

Wien to the sessions of sweet silent thought 
Like as the waves make tonurds tlie pebbled shore, 
That time of j eat thou maj«t in me behold 
Tlieti hate me when tliou wiU , if ever, now , 

Ho^ like tv winter hath absence been 

Jiwa ^ver ,9 tife 

•Thme cjc' I love and thev, as pitying me, 
f/Wicu in the chronide of 'nasted ■tune 
Let me not to tlic mamageoftrue mmds 

SHELLL’i , PERCY BYSSItE 1702 1822 
I met a trav clJcr from an antique land 
Ye liavten to the dead 1 11 liat sock j e there, 

SID^LL , sm PHILIP, 1554-158C 

lljlh how s-wi steps, O Moon, thou thmbit Uit ^lacs 5 
Ccime Mcep O Sleep 1 the certain Iniot of pcaci , 
llnvingtfsisdnj my horse mj hand.mv lance 
laiave me, O Love, whicli tcachcst but to dust 
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18 
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so 


75 

76 
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SMITH, ALEXANDER 1830 1807 

Beaiilj siill vvnh ttlt on tlic carlli and nir 3S,> 

SMITH. HOB \Cn 1770 1840 

n vrk I Uc It St tlKW not the pipe of rminus sweeping 0® 
SOITII! \ ROm RT. i~71 18-13 

A vfTjnl icd cmhbU lluui tlicv picture Hicc, C5 
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SPENSER, EDMtlND, 155S~1508 

Most glonous Lord of life ' Idiat on this day 7 

I joy to see liow, in your drawcn work., 8 

One day I wrote her name upon tlie strand , 9 

Tjlce as the. eiilver on the barM bough 10 

SURREY, EARL OF. 1518-1547 

The soote season, that bud and bloom furth brings, 2 

SWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES, 1837 I8o9 

Spnng speaks again, and all our woods are stu>ed, 147 
The rose to the nind has ynetded • atl its leaver 148 

But half d man’s days — and hi* dajs were mghts 149 

So many a dream and hope that went and camo, 150 

Bejond the north wind lay the land of old 151 

A graceless doom it seems that bids us gneve * 132 

SVI.VESTER, .TOSHTJA, 1563 1618 

They say that shadows of deceased ghosts 80 

Were I as hose as is the lowly plain, 81 

SYMONDS, JOHN ADDINGTON, 1840 1893 

A\roy, away I The rufOing breetes call . 168 

Rebuke me not ! I have nor wish uor shill 154 

Musing on Venice and the thought of thee, I55 

Neter, oh neser more shall 1 behold i;o 

Oh Mother, holiest Mother, Mother Night ' 157 

At. Murrell let the inornuig lead Ihee out 158 

TENNYSON TURNER, CHARLES 1808 1870 

As on my bed at dawn I mused and prajed, 101 

When Tastty lind .sreirre passed her third glad Jear, 102 

On to the beach the quiet waters crept lOS 

THOMPSON FRANCIS, 1859 1907 

Dear Dote, t.hnt hc.irsf- to my sole? lulioiiring art. 384 

When from the Mossoms of the noiscftil day 185 

O gam that lurk st iiogamed in all gam I 186 

THOMSON, JAMES, 3834-1882 

Tlic Church stands thf-ra bnjond the tirchard hjooms • 138 

TIIURLOM , LORD 1781 1820 

The crimson Moon, upusmg from the sea, 70 
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TEENCH, KICIIARD CHENEVIX, lfiOT-1680 z»as 

A wretched thjng it wete, to have our heart 


WADDINGTON, KAhlUBL, b 1844 

Xonewaaderej ’naid the loftiest lieiglits of Thought , 
Whete still Varenna ■wears her cypte«!S-crowii 
Across f'jp trapMevisijes thou mny'st notwanclcr , 
Piom mglit to night, through eitdmg darkness 
Where wort thou, Sool, ere yet wy bora 
The darkness deepens on tlie dim-lit shore , 


212 

216 

214 

215 

216 
21T 


WARREN, THOMAS HERBERT, b 1835 
Mom of the year, of day and May the pnme 


235 


WATSON, ROSAMUND MARRIOTT, 1868-1011 
rcotn the broad suovmt of tlic furrowed wold 
The} siy our best illusions soonest 0y-— 

Clasp close my hand , this lilllc space is ours, 

Alas ' my h^art slinnics cIuH Ixfore To night , 
bhall wo not weary in tlic windless days 

WATSON, SIR WIXJ^IAM, 1> 1858 

At the buslied brink of twilight, — when, as though 
Dismiss not so, With light hard phrnsp and cold, 
Old Chaucer, the uoconqucnbJy young. 

In n false drcain I saw the Poe prevail 


187 

188 
180 
IDO 
191 


210 

241 

242 


WATTS DUNTON, THEODORE, 183G-1B14 

I See thee pine like her in golden story 10^ 

We talked of * Children of tie Open Air,’ 'S'* 

Beneath the loveliest drenm there coils a fear 195 

The X^dy of the Hjite mth cnires untold '9^ 

Wliat power is Hus T what wilcherv wins my feet IS*"^ 

The wild tluugs loved tne, hut a wood spntc s’ljd 398 

HITE. JOSEPH BLANCO. 1775 1841 
Mysterious Night' wben our first parewt knew 6® 

WILSON, JOHN, 1785-1854 

A cloud lay ccadkid. near fbe setting sun , 

WOODS, MARGARET L 

Pence, Sjrcplietd, peace I ‘Wiiat boots it singing on ? S55 
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WORDSWORTH, WILLIAM, 1770-1850 page 

Scorn not the Sonnet 1 Critic, you have froTmed, S4 

Earth has not anything to show more faur : 53 

0 Friend I I know not which way I must look 56 

^Vlilton ! tliou shnnldst be living at tius hour : 57 

The world is too much with ns j late and soon, 58 

Once did She hold tlie gorgeous east in fee , 59 

Tax not the royal Saint witJi v.tin expense, 00 

The impenal Consort of the F.ury-king 61 

‘ With how sad steps, Q Moon, thou clunb’st the sky, <>2 

1 thought of Thee, my partner and my guide, 63 

Tous&aint, tlic mobt unhappy man of men I 64 

WYATT, SIR THOMAS, 150S-1E42 

My galley, charged ivjth forgetfulness, 1 



A Sonnet ts a tAomenl s manutneaU — 
jilnnorialjram iht SoitTs rleniit^ 

To one dea/i dealMm hour Looh ihai tl he, 
Whether foi Instral nle or dire portent, 

Of I'j onn ardnons juhiees reverent 
Cnne si in ivory or tn ebony, 

At Day or ]Si£hl may ruU , and ht Tttne see 
FUjlonmn^ erest iinpearUd eaid orient 

A Sound ts a com its face reveah 

The tout —its com erst, to n'kai Tomr 'its dtie — 
Whether for Inlmie lo the augmt appeals 
Of Life, Of dorver tn Love s hgh retwHe, 
ll icne , or, 'nud Ike dark wharf s oavenious hrettih 
In Charon * palm tt pay the toll to Dealf 

D G Rossetti 
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SIR THOMAS WYATT 

THE LOVER COMPARETH HIS STATE TO 
A SHIP IN PERILOUS STORM TOSSED 
ON THE SEA 

My galley, charged iwLh foi-geLfuliiess, 

Tlirough sharpe seas in %vinter nights doth pass 
’Tween rock and i-ock . and eke my foe, alas. 
That IS my lord, stccieth with cruelness . 

And every hour, a thought in readiness, 

As though that death were light in siicJi a ca^e. 
An endless wind doth teai* the sail apace 
Of foreid sighs and trusty feaift3lnes'3 
A lain of tears, a cloud of datk disdain, 

Have done the wearied cords gmd hinrleiance ; 
Wreathed v ith error and with ignorance, 

The Stax'S be hid that lead me to this pain , 

Droivned is lea^on that sliould be my comfort, 
And I remain, despaiiing of the poit 



THE GOLnEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


Sia PHILIP SIDNEY 

Come, Sleeps 0 Sleep ‘ the certain knot of peace, 

The place of njfc, the balm pf 
The poor mairs wealth, the imsoncr's release, 

Th’ indifferent judge between the high and lo\^ , 
With shield of proof shield me from out tbopreave 
Of those fieice darts despair at me doth throw 
0 make in me those civil wars to cense , 

2 will good tnbute pay, if thou do so 
Take thou of me smooth pillows, sweetest bed, 

A charaher deaf to noise and blind to light, 

A rosy garland, and a wearj head 

And if these things, as being thine by right, 
Mo'e not thy heavy grace, thou shall in me 
Livelier than elsewhere, Stella’s image see 
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THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


SIR PHILIP SIDNEY 

Having this day my horse, my hand, my lance 
Guided ao well, that I obtained the prize, 

Both by the judgment of the English eyes 
And of some sent from that sweet enemy, France 
Hoisemen niy skill in hoisemanship advance , 

Townfolks my sticngtb , a daintier ludge appl 
His piaisc to sleight, « Inch from good use doth 
Some lucky wite impute it but to chance 
Others, because of both sides I do take 

Mv blood from them who did excel in this 
Think Nature me a man at arms did make 

How fai thei sliot avnj ' the true cause is, — 
Stella looked on, and fiom her hea^enl} face 
Sent foith the beams which made so fan my race 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


SIR PHILIP SIDNEY 

Lka-Ve me, 0 Love, which reachest but to dust , 

And thou, my mmd, aspiie to higher things , 

Grow rich m that which never taketh ru&t , 

Whatevei hides, but fading pleasure brings 
Draw in thy beams, and humble all thy might 
To that siveet yoke where lasting freedoms be, 
Which breaU the clouds and opens forth the light, 
That doth both shine and give us light to see 
0 take fast hold , let that light be tliy guide 

In this small coarse which birth draws out to death. 
And think how evil beconieth him to slide 

Who seeketh heaven, and comes of heavenly breath 
Then farewell, world , thy ntteimost I see 
Eternal Love, raamtaKi thy hte in me 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


EDMUND SPENSER 

Most jjlurious Lord of life • that on this da^ 

Didst make thy tnumpli over death and sm , 
Atidj having harrowed hell, didst bring away 
Captivity thence captive, us to win * 

This joyous day, dear Lord, with joy begin , 

And gi ant that we, for whom Thou diddest die, 
Being with tliy deai blood clean washed from sin, 
May live for evei in felicity , 

And that thy love wc weighing worthily 

May likewise love Thee for the same again , 

And foi thy sake, that all like deai didst buy, 

With love may one another entertain 
So let us love, dear love, like as »e ought 
Love IS the lesson which the Loi-d us taught. 
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EDMUND SPCNSLU 

I to sot linw, in \om tlranen worW 
\ niir'clf unto the lice jf <lo coniiJiirc . 
x\nd me unto llie SpuUr, ihM tlotli lnrl 
In close jwjut, to nitch liu uiifttwtrt 
so \o\irsclf were lu ttimniig *-i!iirt 
Of n tlcnr foe, ftul ihrallvtl to lus )ot<., 

In whose sltmL jc now cnj'lj'ul are 
So tlmt )c ncM.r mi\> remove 
But, as )oiu work is woven nil nBotil 

With vvoodbinc flow ts niul fragmnl eglfinlme, 
So &vctl joui prison jou jn tune slmll prove, 

With nirin> dun delights hedceketl fine 
And ah theiitGrorth ctcinnl peace simll see 
Between the Spider and llic gentle Bee 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


EDMUND SPENSER 


Onk day I wrote her name upon the strand , 

But came the waves, and washed it awaj 
Again I ivrote it with a second hand . 

But came the tide, and made my pains his prey 
Vain man, said she, that dost in vain assay 
A mortal thing so to immortahse , 

For I myself shall like to this decay. 

And eke my name be wiped out likewise 
Not so, quod I , let baser things devise 

To die in dust, but you shall live by fame 
My veiie your virtues rare shall eternise, 

And m the heavens %vritc jour glorious name, — 
Where, whenas death shall all the world subdue, 

Our love shall live, and later life renew 
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OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


EDMUND SPENSER 

Like as the culver on the hared bough 

Sits mourning foi the absence of her mate ^ 

And in her song sends many a wishful vow 
For his return, that seems to linger late , 

So I alone, now left disconsolate, 

Mourn to myself the absence of my love, 

And wand ring here and theie all desolate 

Seek with my plaints to match that mournful do%e 
Ne joy of aught that under heaven doth ho\e 
Can comfort me, but her own joyous sight, 

Whose sweet aspect both God and man can moie 
In her unspotted pleasonce to delight 
Dark is my day whiles her fair light I miss, 

And dead my life that wants such lively bliss 


THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

Shali, I corapai c thcc to a summei's day '' 

Ihou art moie lovely and more tempeiate 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer’s lease bath all too short a dale , 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines 
And often is his gold complexion dimmed , 

And every fan from fair sometime declines, 

By chance oi nature's changing course nntnmmed , 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 

Noi lose possession ot that fair thou owest , 

Not shall Death biag thou wander'st in his shade^ 
"When in eternal lines to time thou growest. 

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee 



THE GOLDEN fiOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


EDMUND SPENSER 

Like hs the cuher on the barcil bough 

^its moumm^ Tor tljc absence of her mate » 

And {n her ^ong sends inan\ a njsbful 

Pot his retuni, that seems to linger late , 

So I alone, noir left, disconsolate, 

Mourn to myself the absence of my love, 

And nand nog here and there all desolate 

Seeh rrith m) plaints to makh that mauiiiful doi e 
Ne joy of aught that under liea\eD doth ho^a 
CsD comfort hie, but Iter oan joyous sight, 

Whose Kweet aspect both God and man can move 
In her unspotted plciisarceto delight 
S&xL fs my day Tvlnles her fair light I miss, 

And dead my hfe that wants such lu ely bliss 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 


Shall I compaie thee to a suniniei's Hay '' 

Ihou art. moie lovely and more tempeiate 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer's lease hath all too short a date , 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is hi& gold complexion dimmed , 

And every fair from fair sumeliiiie declines, 

By chance ot natvue's changing course untrimmed , 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 

Noi lose po‘!8ession of that fair thou owest, 

Nor shall Death biag thou ivundci'st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou growest , 

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


WILLIAM SHAKBSPBARE 

WHE‘^ to the sessions of weel silent thought 
1 suminon up remembraiice of things past, 

I &!gh the lack of many a thing I souglit, 

And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste 
Then can I diown an eye, unused to fio«, 

For precious ftiends hid in deaths dateless night, 
And weep afresh, love's long since cancelled woe, 
And moan the expense of many a vanished «ght 
Then can I grieve at grievances foiegone. 

And heavily fiotn woe to woe tell o’er 
Ihe sad account ol fore bemoaned moan, 

Which I new pay as if not paid before 

But if the while I think on thee, deai friend, 
A)"' losses are restored and sormwi end 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


'WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

Lil.e as the waves make towaids the pebbled shore, 
So do our minutes hasten to their end , 

Each changing place with that which goes before. 
In sequent toil all forwaids do contend 
Nativity, once in the mam of light, 

Ciawls to maturity, wherewith being crowned, 
Crooked eclipses ’gainst his glory fight, 

And 'J ime. that, gave doth now bis gift uonfonud 
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth 
And delves the parallels m beauty's brow, 
reads on Llie rarities oi nature's truth, 

And nothing stands but for hi-* scythe to mow 
And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand, 
Praising thy woith, despite his cruel hand 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

That time of yeai thou ma^^t in me behold 
When yelloM leaves, or none, or feo', do hang 
Upon those houghs ^^h^t,h shal^e against the cold* 
Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet buds sang 
In me thou see’st the twilight of such day 
As aftei sunset fadeth in the west, 

hith by and by black night doth take away, 
Deaths second self, that seal^ up all m rest 
lu me thou see it the glowing of such hie, 
lhat on llie ashes of his joiith doth lie, 

As the death bed whereon it must empire, 

Consumed with that which it was nounshed by 
This thou percciv st, which makes thy lo'^c moie 
strong, 

To loic that well which thou must leaie ere long 




THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

Thfn hate me when thon wilt , if eiei, now , 

Now j while the world is bent my deeds to cross. 

Join iiith the spite of fortune, make me bow, 

And do not drop in for an after loss 

Ahj do not, when my heait hath ’scaped this sonow, 

Come 111 the rearward of a conqnciwl woe , 

GI^e not a nindy night a rainy monow, 

To linger out a puiposed overthiow 
If thou wilt lea\e me, do not lea%e me last, 

When other pett^ griefs done then spite, 

But in the onset come , so shall I taste 
At fiist the \ci\ iiorst of fortune's might. 

And othoi strains of woe, vhicli now seem w-qb, 
Compared with loss of thee will not seem so 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

How hko a winter hath my absence been 
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year ^ 

What fn>e/ings have I felt, what dark days seen ’ 
What old Deceitibcr's bareness csetywhore * 

And yet tins time removed was sunimci\ time » 

The teaming autumn, big with rich increase, 

Beaimg the wanton burden of the pnmo, 

Like widowed worabs after their lords’ decease 
Yet this abundant issue seemed to me 
But hope of orphans and unfethcred fruit, 

For sumiDGr and his pleasures wait on thee, 

And, thou away, the very birds me mute , 

Or, if they sing, ’tis with so dull a checi 
That leaves look pale, dieodlng the wintei's near. 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH BONNETS 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

Bbom you have I been absent in tbe spring, 

When pioud pied April, dressed in all his tnm 
Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing, 

That heavy Satvurn laugherl and leaped with hiin 
Yet not the lays of btids, noi the sweet smell 
Of different flowers in odour and in hue, 

Could make me any summer's story tell, 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew 
Nor did I wonder at the lily's white, 

Nor piais** the deep vermilion in the rose , 

They m ere but sweet, but figures of delight, 

Diawn after you, — you pattern of all those 
Yet seemed it winter still, and, you away, 

As -with your shadow I with these did play. 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

Ho^v like a ^Mnter hatli my absence been 
From tbee, the pleasare of the fleeting year * 

What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen ^ 
What old December’s bareness everywhere ’ 

And yet this time removed «as summei s time , 

The teeming autumn, big with rich increase, 
Bearing the wanton burden of the prime, 

Like widowed wombs after their lords' decease 
Yet this abundant issue seemed to me 
But hope of orphans and unfathered fruit , 

For summer and his pleasures wait on thee, 

And, thou away, the ^eiy birds ate mute , 

Or, if they sing, fcis with so dull a cheer 
That leaves look pale, di ending the winters near 



THE GOLDEN BOOL 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

I ROM you have I been absent in the spring, 

When pioud pied April, dressed in all his turn 
Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing, 

Ihat heavy Satuin laughed and leaped with him 
Yet not the lajs of birds, noi the sweet smell 
Of different flowers m odour and in hue, 

Could make me any summers story tell, 

Or fiom Iheir piond lap pluck them where they grew 
Nor did I wonder at the lily s white. 

Nor piai8<= the deep vermilion m the rose 
They were but sweet, but figures of delight 
Drawn after you, — jou pattern of all those 
\et seemed it winter still and, you away, 

As with your shadow I with these did play 
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OF BNGU8H SONNETS 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

Thine eyes I lo\ej and the), as pitying mo, 
Knowing thy heart torments me with disdain, 

Have put on black and losing mourners be, 
Looking with pretty luth upon my pain 
And truly not the morning sun of heaven 
Bettei 'becomes the giey cheeks of the east, 

Nor that full star that ushers in the eien 
Doth half tliat glory to the sober vest, 

As those two mourning eyes become thy face 
0 let it then as well beseem thy heart 
To mourn foi me, since momiwng doth thee grace, 
And suit thy pity hkc in cveiy part 

Then will I swear beauty herself is black, 

And all they foul tliat thy complewon lack 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

When in the ehronicie oi wasted time 
I see descriptions of the faii-est wights, 

And beauty waiving beautiful oJd I'hyme 
In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights. 

Then* in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best, 

Of handi of foot, of Up, of eye, of brow, 

1 see their antique pen would have expressed 
Even such a beauty as you master now, 

So all their praises are but prophecies 
Of this oul time, all you piefigurmg; 

And, for they looked but with divining eyes, 

They had not skill enough your worth to sing . 

For we, which now behold these present days, 
Have eyes to woiidei, but lack longues to piaise. 




Wiai/VM SHAECESPKARE 

Let me not to the mamngc of true mmds 
Ailfni; Jjapedimenfcs Lo>e 15 cot Jove 
Which altera ivben it ftlteiation finds, 

Or bends iritb the remover to remove 
0 no ' It IS an ever fixed jnarh. 

That Jonks on tempests and js never shaken 
It is the pUr to every wandering bark, 

■Whose worth'*? unknown, although his height be 
Love s not Tune's fool, though rosv hps and cheeks 
Within kis bending sickle's compass come , 

Love afters iiot with Jus bnef hours and weeks, 

But beam it out even to the edge of doom 
If this be error, and upon lae proved, 

I never vv-rii, nor no m$n ever Joved. 




TUB GOLDPN BOOK 
or ENGLISH SONNETS 


SIR WALTER RALEIGH 
ON SPBNSER S rABRY QUEEN 

MtTJioiit iiT I saw the gra^c wlicic Lauia 
Witlnu that Icmple whore the \ostal flame. 

Was wont to burn ami jjnssing b} that wav 
To hqq that buried dust of living fame 
Whose tomb fair Lov e and fairer ^ n fcuo A,opt 
Ail suddcnlj^ I savr the Eoet^ Quccri 
At whose approach the soul of Petrarcli wept 
And from thenceforth those Graces were not seen, 
For they this. Queen attended , in ivliose stead 
Obhvion latd him down on jLaams hcni'se 
Hereat the hardest stones were seen to bleed, 

And groans of buiied ghosts the heavens did picice, 
AVheie Homer s spright did tremble nil for gnef, 
And cursed the access of that celestial thief 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


BARTHOLOMEW GRIFFIN 


Fajh is my love that fe^s among the lilies. 

The lihcs growing in that pleasant garden 
■Where Cupids Mount lhat uell beloved hill iSj 
And where that httle god hmiself is Warden 
See where mv love sits in the beds of spices, 

Reset all round with camphor, myirh, and rosesj 
And interlaced wi& curious devices, 

Which her from all the world apart incloses 
Theie doth she tune her lute for her delight, 

And with sweet music makes the ground to wove, 
Whilst I. poor I, do wt in hea'j plight, 

Wailing alone my luirospected love, 

Not daring rush into so rare a place, 

That gives to her, and. ihe to it, a gince 

m 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


THOMAS LODGE 

O shady va,les, O fair enriched meads, 

0 sacred woods, sweet fields, and using mountains 
O painted flowers, green herbs where Flora tieads, 
Refreshed bj iiauton tvidcIs and wat’iy fountains > 
0 all jou Winged choristers of wood. 

That perched aloft your foimer pains report, 

And straight again recount with pleasant muod 
Your preseat joys m sweet and seemly sort ' 

0 all you cieatures, whosoever thrive 

On mothei earth, m seas, by on by fire ' — 

More blest are you than I here under sun 
Love die® in me, whenas he doth revuve 
In yon I pei ish under beauty's ire, 

A\Tiere aftei storms, winds, frosts, youi lite is won 



THP GOLDFN HOOK 
or FNGLIbH SONNETS 


ROBERT GREENE 

Ah ' Mcie she pitiful ns slic is fnit, 

Or butns mjlrl ofi s]jo is sccnijii^^ <0, 

Then «ere iii) liojias grcnlcr tlmii !n\ clftspnir, 

IJjcn nl) llic siojlfJ vcic licnscn, iioLlnng '‘oe 
Ah ’ wore her licnrt rclcnliiig os her hatici, 

Ihat scoii's to ineJt cicn nilh the DJihJcst touch, 
Then knew I where to sent me m n Jnml 
Under wide Iicmcus hul jet there 3s none such 
So ns she shows she bccitis the budding rose, 

Yet sweeter fni limn ’sn» enilhJj flovur 
SoNinti of beaiitj, like the sprnj she glows. 

Compassed she is with Uiornsnud tniikcied bow 
Yet Were she willing to be plucked and wonij 
She Would bo gotliercd, though she grew on Biorn 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
or ENGLISH SONNETS 


FRANCIS BACON, LORD VERULAM 

Slated bct^^een tbc oW world and tlie ne»v, 

A land there is no other land maj touch. 

Where reigns a Queen in peace and honour true , 
Stones or fables do describe no such 
Ne\er did Atlas such a burden bear. 

As she, in holding up the world oppiest , 
Supplying with her virtue ererywhore 
Weakness of friends, errois of servants best, 

No nation breeds a ^ml•mel blood for war, 

And jet she calms them by her majesty , 

No age hath ever wits refined so far, 

And yet she calms them by hei policy 
To her thy son must make his sacrifice 
If he -mil have the morning of his ejes. 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


HENRY CONSTABLE 

]\I\ lady s presence makes the «)scs icd^ 

because to see her lips tliey blush for shame 
The Illy s leaves for cniy pale became, 

Foi her white handi in them this en\y bred 
The tnangald abroad its icaics doth spread* 

Because the sun s and her power )s fho same ♦ 
The Violet of purple colour cftmc, 

Dyed with the blood she made my heart to shed 
III brief, all flowers from her tbcir virtue take 
IVom her sweet breath their sweet smells do proceed ♦ 
The h>!ng heat, wht<di her eye-beams do make, 
Warmetb the ground, and quickeneth the seed 

The rain, wliereiwth she watereth these flow ers, 
FalK from mine eyes, which she dissolves in 
showtJTS 



THB GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


SAMUEL DANIEL 

CAKE-CHAUiirn, Sleep, son of the sable Nsght, 
Brother to Death, m silent darkness bom, 
Relieve mj languish, and restore the light , 
With dark forgetting of ray care return , 
And let the day be tnne enough to raoura 
The shipnreck of my ill odventured j outh 
Let nakmg eyes sulTice to wail their scorn, 
Without the torment of the night’s untruth 
Cease, dreams, the images of da} desiies. 

To model forth the passions of the morro’iv , 
Navel let rising sun approve you hais. 

To add more giief to aggravate my soriovv 
Still let me sleep, embracing clouds m vain, 

And never wake to feel the day’s disdain 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
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HENRY CONSTABLE 

M\ lady s pTei.ence makes the rosea led, 

Becaiise to tee her lips they Hush for '•hame 
The lily’s leaves for envy pale became, 

Foi her white hancU in tbein this envy bred 
The mangold abroad its leaves doth spread. 

Because the sun's and her power is the same « 
Tho violet of purple colour came, 

Dyed with the blood she made ujy heart to shed 
In bnef, all Sowers from her their virtue take , 
From her siveefc breath their &w eet smells do proceed , 
The living h«it, which her eye beams do make, 
Waxmeth the ground, and qtuckeneth the seed 

The ram, wherewith she wateretb these flowers, 
Falls from inme ^cs, which she dissolves m 
showers 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


SAMUEL DANIEL 

CiRE-CHARMFR. Sleep, son of the sable Night, 
Brother to Death, m silent darkness bom, 
Believe mv languish, and restore the light . 
AVith dark foigetbng of mj care return , 
And let the daj be time enough to mourn 
The shipwreck of my ill adiontured jouth 
Let waking e}Gs suffice to wail their scorU} 
Without the torment of the night's untruth 
Cease, dreams, the images of day desiies, 

To model forth the passions of the morrow , 
Nev er let rising svm approv c you hars, 

To add more giief to aggravate my sorrow 
Still let me sleep, enihraciug clouds in \ain, 

\nd never wake to feel the day's disdain 



THE GOL'DHrJ ' 

OF BNausH sonnets 


SAMUEL DANIEL 

Let others sing of Knights nwi Paladines, 

In aged accents and imtimel) words. 

Paint shadows in imaginary lines, 

Wiich Hell the reaeh of then bgh "it 
Bat X must sing of thee, and those fair eyes 
Authentic shall my ver-se in time to come. 

WheD yet th' utihorn sJnidl ssj* Lo, sihete ishe he® 
Wboai^ bu&nty made him spealt, that tlsa 'ffas dumb 
These are the arcs, the trophies i eiecti 
That fortify thy name against old age . 

And these thj sacred virtues must protect 
Agamst the Dark and Tune's tonsuming i age 
Piiough th' eircB of my youth It them 
Suffice, thej show I lived, and lo\ cd thee dear 



^ THE GOLDEN BOOK 
SU OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


MICHAEL DRAYTON 

Si>CE there’s no help, come, let us kiss and part 
Nay, I ha^ e done, you get no more of me . 

And, I am glad, yea, glad with all my heart, 

That thus so cleanly I myselt can free 
Shake hands foi ever, cancel all our vo«s, 

And when we meet at any time ogam, 

Be it not seen in either of our brows 
That ^Ye one jot of foimer love retain 
Now at the last gasp of Loves latest breath, 

When, bis pulse failing. Passion speechless lies, 
When Paith is kneehng by bis lied of death, 

And Innocence is closing up his eyes, — 

Now, jf thou wouldst, when all have gnen him o\er. 
Piom death to life thou miglitst him yet recovei 



TttB golden book 

OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


SA.MUEL DANIEL 

Let others sing of Knights and Paladmes, 

In aged accents and imhmelj W'Ords. 

Paint shadoi's in nojagmaTy lines, 

Which ^sell the leach of tbeu high recordb 
But I must sing of thee, and those fair ejes 
Authentic shall my ver^e in time to come. 

When yet th unbotn shall say, Lo, where she lies ‘ 
SVhosc beauty made him speak, that else was dumb 
These are the arcs, the trophies I elect, 

That fortify thy name against old age , 

And these thj sacred \irloes must protect 
Against the Dark and Time'’s ccmsuming rage 
I'hangh th ciror of mv jouth in them appear, 

Suffice, thej show I Used, and los cd thee dear 



^ THE GOLDEN BOOK 
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MICHAEL DRAYTON 

SiKCb there’s no help, come, let us kiss and part 
Nay, I have done, you get no more of me , 

And I am glad, yea, glad with all my heart. 

That thus so cleanly I myselt can fiee 
Shake hands for ever, cancel all our vows, 

And when wc meet at any tune ogam, 

Be it not seen in eithei of our brons 
That we one jot of foimer love retaiD 
Now at the lost gasp of Love's latest breatli, 

When, his pulse failing. Passion speechless lies, 
When Faith is kneeling bj his bed of death, 

And Innocence is closing up his eyes, — 

Now, if thou wouldst, when all have gnen him over, 
Fioin death to life thou mighbt him yet recovei 
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JOSHUA SYLVESTER 

They say that shadovi’s of deceased ghosts 

Du haunt the houses and the graves about, 
Of such ',\hose lives lamp went untimely out. 
Delighting still m their forsaken hosts 
So, m the place ivhere cruel Loie did shoot 
The fatal shaft that slew niy lo^ e’s delight, 

I stalk and ^alk and wander day and night, 
Even hke a ghost with unperceived foot 
But those light ghosts aie happiei far than I, 

For at theiT pleasure they can come and go 
Unto the place that hid^ then treasure, so. 
And see the same with their fantastic eje , 

Where I, alas, dare not approach the cruel 
Ihoud monument that doth inclose m) jewel 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


JOSHUA SYLVESTER (?) 


Were I as base as is the lowly plain, 

And you, my Loi'e, as high as heaven above, 

Yet should the thoughts of roe, )our bumble swam, 
Ascend to heaven in honour of my I.ove 
Weie I as high as heaven above the plain, 

And you, my Love, as humble and as low 
As aTfl the deepest bottoms of Uie roam, 
Whercsoe’ei you were, with 3OU my love should go 
^Weie you the eaith, dear I/)ve, and I the skies, 

My love should shine on you like to the sun, 

And look upon you with ten thousand eyes. 

Till heaven waxed blind and till the world were 
done 

^Vheresoe’er 1 am, belon, 01 else above you, 

AVheresoe’er you aie, my heart shall tiuly lovey^ou 
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JOSHUA SYLVESTER 

They say that shadows of deceased ghosts 
Do haunt tht* houses and the giaves about. 
Of such ^vho^e lives lamp weut untitncly out, 
Delighting still in their forsaken hosts 
So, la the place ivheie cruel Love djd shoot 
The fatal shaft thnt «le\v my love’s delight, 

I stalk and walk and waiiiJer day and night} 
Even like a ghost with uopmeived foot 
But those light ghovls are happiei far than I, 

Tor at their pleasure they can come and go 
Unto the place that hides then treasure, so. 
And see the same with their fanfestit eje , 

Where 1, alas, dare not approach the cruel 
Brood roonotnent that dotlr inclose my jewel 
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I as base a* is the lowjy platti. 

And you, my Love, as high as heaven above, 

Yet should the thoughts of me, your humble svain, 
Ascend to heaven lu honour of njy Love. 

Were I as high as heaven above the plain, 

And you, my Love, as humble and as low 
As aie the deepest bottoms of the mam, 
Wheresoe’ei you were, v ith you roy love should go 

Weie you the earth, dear Love, and I the skies, 

My love should shine on you like to the sun, 

And look upon yon with ten thousand eyes, 

Till heaven -waxed blind and till the world were 
done 

Wheresoe’er I am, below, oi else above you. 

Wheresoe’er you me, my heart shall ti uly love you 



THE GOLDEN BOOK ^ ® ^ ^ 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS KH tffi afi E* 


WILLIAM ALABASTER 

INCARNATIO EST MAXIMUM DEI DONUM 

Ljie as the fountain of nil light created 

Doth pour out streams of bnghtttcss undefined 
Ihrough all the conduits of transpflicnt Lud, 
That heaven and mr are botli illuminated, 

And yet hia light is not thereby abated , 

So God's eternal bounty e\er shined 
The beams of being, monag, life, sense, mind, 
And to all things himself communicated 
But tor the violent diffusive pleai.ure 

Of goodness that left not till God had spent 
Himself, by giving us himself his treasure 
In making man a God omnipotent 
How might this goodness draw oursches abo\e 
Whicli drew down God with such attiactive love ’ 
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Ihrice bo55Si these oaken ashes m the air, 

And thuce fchiee times tie up this tree love’s knot , 
Thrice sit you down m this enchanted chair. 

And murmur soft, ‘ She will, or she njll not ’ 

Go, bum those poisoned \reeds m that blue fire. 

This cypress gathered out a dead mon‘’8 gra\e, 
These screech owls’ feathers and this piicklmg briar, 
That all thy thoiny cares an end tnay ha^e 
Then come, jou fairies, dtuice with me a round 
Dance in a circle, let my Loie be centre ' 
Melodiously breathe an enchanted sound 

Melt hei hard heart, that some remorse may entei ' 
In 1 am are all the charms T can dei ise 
She hath an art to break them with her eyes 
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Ah, sweet Content, where is thy miH abode? 

Is It ihepberds and light lienited swams, 
Whicli sing upon tliG downs and pipe abroad, 
Tending tlieii flocks and cattle on the plains ? 
Ah sweet Content, wheie dost thou safely rest? 

In heaven with angels which the praises Sing 
Ot him that mode and lales at his behest 
Ihc minds and heat Is of every living thing ? 

Ah, sweet Content, where doth thine harbour hold ? 
Is il in churches, with religious men 
Which please the gods with prayers manifold, 
And in then studies meditate it then ? — 
Whether thou dost in heaven or earth appear, 

Be wheie thou wilt, thou «ilt not harbour here. 
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JOHN DONNE, 

DEAN OF ST PAUL’S 

Death, be not pioud, though some have called thee 
Mighty and dieadful, foi thou ait not so , 

For those, whom thou thiuk’st thou dost o\ei throw, 
Die not, poor Death , nox yet canst tliou kill me 
From rest and sleep, nhich but thy pictures be, 

Much pleasure , then from thee much more must 
flow , 

And soonest our best men with thee do go— 

Hest of their bones, and souls' delivery. 

Ihourt slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men, 
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell. 

And poppy or channs can make us sleep as well, 

4nd better than thy stroke Why swell st thou then ^ 
One ehoit sleep past, tve vrake eternally, 

And death shall be no more Death, thou shalt die 



WTLUAM DRUMMOND OF 
HAWTHORNDEN 


I KKow that all beneath the moan deca)‘'s 
And \^hat by mortals m Itns world is brought. 

In Time's great pciiods shall rctmn to nought 
Tlut faiie&t states haic fatal nights and dajs , 
Iknowhowall the Muse shea^enlJ la}s, 

With toil of spnght which aie so dearl) bought 
As 'die sounds, of few or none are souglit, 

And that nought lighter is than airy praise , 

1 know fiail faeatit} like the purple flowei, 
io «hfth one mom both birth and dcatli affoids, 
Tlial love a janing is of mind s iccoids, 

Where sense and will mvassal leobon s power 
Know what I hst this a!f can notme move, 
But that, O me' I both, must wiite and lo^e 
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jVLxras, tcTC slae 'i\^yEd •, among tliose inineSj 
Sweei bwiiiUress, s\ie djd alone lepalt , 

Here did she spread dm Ireasuie of hci hair, 

More iicli than that hroughc from IdK Colcbian nnoes. 
She set her hj these musked eglantines, 

’Ihe happy place the pimt jecios yet to heat ; 

Hei vo^ce did s\feetea here thy sugaied Unes, 

To vhirh winds, trees, hewta, buds, did lead their ear. 
Me have she first peicened, and here a morn 
Of bright carnations did oVspread h«i fiiee , 

Here did she 'igh. hcic Prst my hopes were bom, 

And 1 first got a pledge of pcoiaiwd graea 
Bat ah ' V hftt served it to be happy so, 

Sith passed picasnres double hot new woe ^ 
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DEAN OF ST. PAUL*S 

A.C round earft s imagmcd comers blow 
Your trumpets, angels and anse, ause 
Tioni death, you numbeiless infinities 
Of saouls, and to jom scattered bodies go, 

All whom the flood did, and fire shall, o'eiihroii , 

All whom death, war, age, agues, tyrannies, 
Despair, law, chance bath slain, and you, whose 
eyes 

Shall behold God, and never taste death’s woe 
But let them sleep, Lord, and me mourn a space , 

Tor if above all those my sin's abound, 

Tis late to ask abundance of th} grace. 

When we are there Here on this lowly ground 
Teach me how to repent, for that’s as good 
As if thou dst sealed my pardon w itli thy blood 
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Lokd, \4ith what care hast Thou b^jrt us round ' 
Parents first season us » then sclioolmastej-s 
Deliver us to laws, they send us bound 
To rules of reason, holy messengers, 

Pulpits and Sundays, soriow dogging sin, 

Affliction sorted, anguish of all «iizcs. 

Fine nets and stratagems to catch us in, 
Bibles laid open, millions of surprises, 
Blessings befoieliand, ties of gratefulness, 

The sound of glory nnging in oui ears 
Without, our slianie, within, our consciences 
Angels and grace, eternal hopes and fears 
Vet all these fences and their whole airay 

One cunning bosom sm bloivs quite away 
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WILLIAM DRUMMOND OF 
HAWTHORNDEN 

IIo\\ many times mglit’s silent queen hex face 
Hath hd, oft m ith stais m sih'er mask 
In Heaien’i great ball she hath Vegnn her task, 
And cheered the naking eje m lower place ' 

How oft the sun hath made h} Heaven’s swift lace 
The happy lover to forsake the bieast 
Of his deal lady, wishing m the west 
ills golden coach to ran had laiger space ' 

I ever coimt and number, since, alas ' 

I bade farewOl to my beaits dearest guest, 

The miles I compass , and in mind I cha'^e 
The floods and mountains hold me fiom my sest 
But, woe I'b me ’ loi^ count and count may I, 
Ere I see her whose absence makes me die 
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Dear q^uiiistei, \\ho from those shadows sends, 

Ere that the blushing dawn date sKcw’ her light, 

Such sad lamenting stiams, that night attends 
(Become all ear), stars stay to heai thy plight , 

If one whose grief e\en reach of thought transcends, 
Who ne’er (not in a dream) did taste delight, 

May thee importune who like case pretends, 

And ‘icema to joy iii woe, in woe's despite , 

Tell me (so may thou fortune milder try, 

And long, long sing) for what thou thus complains, 
Sith, wintei gone, the sun in dappled s>kj 
Now smiles on meadows, mountains, woods, and plains ^ 
The bird, as if mj question did hei tnnve, 

With trembling wings sobbed foilli, I love, I love ' 



41 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


WILLIAM DRUMMOND OF 
HAWTHORNDEN 

NO TRUST IN TIME 

Look ho^^ the flower whicli liogeimgly doth fade, 
The morning s darling late, the suminei’'s queen, 
Spoiled, of that juice which Icepl it fresh and gicen, 
As high os it did raise, bons low the head 
Right so mj litc, contentments being dcad^ 

Or in their contraries but only seen, 

With sivittei speed declines than eist it spread, 
And blasted, scarce now shews what it hath been 
As doth the pilgiim therefore, whom the night 
By daikness would impnson on his way. 

Think oil thy home, my soul, and tliink aright 
Of what yet rests thee of life’s wasting day 

Thy sun posts westwaid, passed is th) mom, 
And tivict it 15 not gi-ven thee to be bom 
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WILLIAM DRUMMOND OF 
HAWTHORNDEN 

THE BOOK OF THE WORLD 

Of this fair volume which we Woild do name 
If we the sheets and leaves could turn with caie. 

Of him who it corrects and did it flame, 

Wc clear might icad the art and wisdom raie 
Find out his power iihich wildest powers doth laine 
His providence extending everywhere. 

His ]ustire which proud rebels doth not spare. 

In every page, no, period of the same 
But silly we, like foolish children, rest 
Well pleased ivith colouicd vellum, leaves of gold, 
Fair dangling ribands, leai ing what is best, 

On the gieat writer s sense neei taking hold , 

Or if b} chance oui minds do muse on ought. 
It IS some pictuie on the mnigin niought 
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WILLIAM DRUMMOND OF 
HAWTHORNDEN 
NO TaUST IN TIME 

Look how the flo’i^er -which hogciingiy doth fade, 
The raormngt. darling late, the siunmei j» queen, 
Spoiled of that juice nbidi lept it and g^een, 
As high as it did raise, bows low the bead 
Right so my life, contentments being dead, 

Or m their contraiies but only seen, 

With swiftei speed declines than er$t it spreaef, 
And blasted, scarce now shews what it hath been 
As doth the pilgiim therefore, whom the night 
By dailness would impnson on his way, 

Th nh on thy home, my soul, and think aught 
Of what jet rests thee of life’s wasting day 

Thy stm posts wesfcivard, passed is thy mom 
And twice it is not giieu thee to be boiii 
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THE BOOK OF THE WORLD 

Of this fail volume which we Woild do name 
If we the sheets and leaves could tuim with caie^ 

Of him who it corrects and did it fiame, 

We clear might lead the art and wisdom raie 
Tind out his power which wildest powers doth tame. 
His pi evidence extending eveiy where, 

His jusface which proud rebels doth not spare, 

In every page, no, peiiod of the same 
But silly we, like foolish ohildreti, rest 
Well pleased with colouicd %cllum, leases of gold. 
Fair daughng ribands, leading what is best, 

On the gieat wnter's sense ne'ei taking hold , 

Or if bj chance our minds do muse on ought. 

It IS some pictuie on the margin viought 
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WILLIAM DUUMMONI) OF 

liAWIHOUNDLN 

lORTKr NATivm or oun loun 

THl' ANGl.LS 

Kuv, ''licjihcrds run vvlu.it lltliikui nppc/irf, 
Wc bnnj* Uic bc't of ncvv-., bt m>L d^jii ivcili 
A Sn'iuur tli<rc t*: boitii iMor< old Hiori 
AimiLl liugliK tin*’ iinlH 

III ft poor colUgt mutO, n virgin mcitd 
A wcftUiiig ilnl film bcir, who fill uplRirv 
llicrc i*vht pooil) svuuWltd, in niang(.r laid, 
lowhoni too narrow swfMldhng"- nrv oin ‘'phc.rc'i 
Hun, shcp'hv.rds, sun, nml sokmm/c Ins birtlu 
'lilts IS tlwt niglit—no, (Ja>, gnnvii gtv it wftli 
In vvliidi lliQ power of ^ftUn bioUn 
Ill heaven bt glorj, peace uiilo llic earth ’ 

'ihiis singing, through Iht. air the nngcls sn ain, 
And cope of stftTs rt cchoul the Fnine 
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FOR THE NATIVITY OF OUR LORD 
THE SHEPHERDS 

0 TRAN the fairest day thnce fairer night • 

Night to best dajs in which a sun doth rise, 

Of which that golden eye, which clears the skies, 

Is hnt a spaiUing ray, a shadow light 
And blessed ye, in siliy-pastors’ sight, 

Mild creatures, in whose waim cnb now lies 
That heaven-sent youngling, holy maid-bom vight, 
Mid«it, end, beginning of out prophecies 
Blest cottage that hath floweis m winter spread , 
Though withered, blessed grass, that bath the grace 
To deck and be a caipet to that place 
Thus sang, unto the sounds of oaten reed, 

Before the babe, the shepherds boned on knees, 
And spnngb ran nectar, honey diopb from trees 
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"WILLIAM DRUMMOND OF 
HAWTHORNDEN 

POE THE NATIVITY OF OOU LORD 
THE ANGELS 

RdUj shepherds, lun uhcie BeUilem blest appears, 

\Ve bring the best of news, be not dismaj ed, 

A Saviour there i3 bora, more old than years, 

Amidbt heaven’s tolling heights tins earfh 'vho stayed 
In a poor cottage innedl, a 'irgin maid 
A ireflkJ;ng did hiin bear, uho all upbeara 
Theie is lie pooily s\vRddled, m manger laid, 

To whom too narrow swaddlings are our spheies 
Run, shepherds, lun, and solemnize his birth, 

Ihis IS that mgbt — ^no, day, grown great with bliss, 
In which the powei of Satau broken is. 

In heaven be glory, peace unro the t>arth ' 

Thus singing, through the air the angels swam, 
And cope of btars re eihoed the same 
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FOR THE NATIVITY OF OUR LORD 
THE SHEPHERDS 

0 THAN Uie fairest day thrice fairer night ’ 

Night to best da}s in which a sun doth rise, 

Of which that golden eye, which clears the gl\ies, 

Is but a spaikhng ray, a shadow light 
And blessed ye, in silly-pastors' sight, 

creatures, in whose waim crib now lies 
That heaven sent youngling, holy-maid born n ight, 
Midst, end, beginning of our prophecies 
Blest cottage that hath floweis m winter spread , 
Though witheied, blessed grass, that hath the giace 
To deck and be a caipet to that place 
Thus sang, unto the sounds of oaten reed, 

Before the babe, the shepheids bon ed on knees, 
And spiiugs ran nectar, honey dropt from trees 
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FOR THE NATIYm OF OUR J OHD 

THE ANGELS 

UcN, shepliLrcIs, lun %huc HelUktn blc*;t /ipfjeiirp, 

Wc bring tlic best of nc>^% be not {iisiini^ecb 
A Saviour llicre is bom, more old ilmn jears, 

Amidst licn^ciA rolling licigbU tin*; enrth sUjcd 
In a poor totUige inncd, a virgin maid 
A weakling did him bcai, nho nil upbear^ 

Ihcre IS be pooilj swaddled, in nmngcr laid, 

To whom too narrow switWlings me our spheres 
Run, sbephtrdb, lun, nud solemnize his bntli, 

Ihis IS that night — no, daj, grown gient with bliss, 
In whieb the power of Satan broken iS-, 

In heaven be glory, peace unto the earth ' 

Thus singing, ilitoiigh the air the angels swam, 
And cope of stars re echoed the <=01110 
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WILLIAM DRUMMOND OF 
HAWTHORNDEN 

FOR THE NATlVnY OF OUR LORD 
THE SHEPHERDS 

0 THAN the fairest day thnce fairer nigbt ' 

Njght to best days in which a sun doth rise, 

Of which that golden eye, which clears the skies, 

Is but a spaikhng ray, a shadow iiglit 
And blessed je, in silly-pastors sight. 

Mild creatures, in ivhose waim crib now lies 
lhat heaven sent youngling, holy maid born night, 
Atidst, end, beginning of our piopKecics 
Blest cottage that hath flo^eis m winter spread , 
'Ihougli iTithcicd, blessed gra*®, that hath the gi-ace 
To ded\ und be a caipet to that place 
Thus sang, unto the sounds of oaten reed, 

Before tlie babe the shepherds bowed on knees. 
And spungs ran nectar, honey diopt from trees 
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JOHN MILTON 

TO THE NIGHTINGALE 

0 NiGHTiNGALi:, that on 3.011 bloomy spray 
Warblest at c\e, ^vhen all the woods aie still, 
Thou with fre&h hope the lover’s heart dost 
While the jolly hours lead on propitious l^Iay , 
Thy liquid notes that close the eye of day, 

First heard before the shallow cuckoo’s bill, 
Portend *.uccess mlove, 0 , if Jove’s will 
Hase linked that amorous power to thy soft lay, 
Now tirael} sing, ere the rude bird of bate 
Foretell my hopeless doom 10 some grove nigh , 
As thou fiom year to year hast sung too late 
For niy relief, yet hadst no leason why 
Whethe the Muse or Love call thee his mate. 
Both them I serve, aud of then tiam am I 
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■fOHN MILTON 

ON HIS HAVING ARRIVED AT THE AGE 
OF TWENTY.THREE 

How soon hath Tinnej the subtle thief of youth. 
Stolen on his wing my thiee'and-twentieth jear ' 

My hasting days fly on with full eareer, 

But my late spring no bud oi blossom shew*th 
Peihaps ray semblance might deceive the truth 
That I to manhood am arrived so neai , 

And inward npeneis doth much less appear, 

That some more timely-happy spnits endu'th 
Yet, be it less or more, or soon or slow, 

It shall be still in strictest measure even 
To that same lot, however mean or high, 

Toward which Time leads me, and the will of Heaven 
All IS, if I have grace to use it so, 

As ever in m) great Task Masters eye 
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JOHN MILTON 

ON HIS BLINDNESS 

When I comidei bow my light ^ spent, 

Ere half m) days in this dart woild and wide, 

And that one talent, which is death to hide, 

Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent 
lo serve therewith mj Maker, and present 
My true account, Jest He retninmg chide, — 

‘ Doth God ej^act day labour, light denied ? * 
i fondly ask But Patience, to prevent 
That murmur, soon rophes, ‘ God doth not need 
Either man’** rtorks or his own gifts Who best 
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best His state 
Is Ivinglv thousands at his bidding speed, 

And post o'er land and ocean without rest , 

^riity also serve who only stand and wait ' 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


JOHN MILTON 

TO MR. LAWRENCE 

Lawrence, of virtuous father virtuous son, 

Now that the fields are dank, and ways are mire, 
Where shall we sometimes meet, and by the fire 
Help waste a sullen day, w hat may be won 
Fiom the hard season gaining 5> Time will run 
On smoother, till Favonius re-inspue 
The frozen earth, and clothe in fresh attiie 
The lily and rose, that neither sowed noi spun 
What neat lepast shall feast os, light and choice, 
Of Attic taste, with wine, whence »e may rise 
To heai the late well touched, or artful voice 
Warble immortal notes and Tuscan air ^ 

He who of those delights can judge, and spare 
To interpose them oft, is nut unwise. 
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JOHN MILTON 

TO ORI/lCK si INNPll 

jtiAC^, lliii ilircc j crtn' ^nv IIh ■fc c*:f IbiiD^b clew 
To ouiv'.nid mcu, of bicmi'.li or of <^poU 
IJcrcft of bgbt, tbcir ‘cting lia^r for;;ot , 

Nor lf> then kIIc orb*! doth •5i/j:ht npjjcnr 
01 airn, OT moon, ot lluoii^Jioul tljc jcnr^ 

Or mnii, or \\omfvn ^ ct I nr/^nc not 
Agamst llcaii oil's hand nr will, nor b'ltc a jot 
Of lioart or Iiopc, but still litarnp and slcer 
Right onwftut Wbnt supports me, dos^t ihon asK ? 
The conscieni-C, fnend, to lm%closL them oicrphed 
In Libert} "s defoiiM, ni^ hablc las) , 

OP which all E\wo}Wi rings frwii side lo &idc 
This thought might lead me througli the world's lain 
mask 

Content, though Wind, had I no better guide 
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JOHN MILTON 

ON THE LATE MASSACRE IN PIEDMONT 

Avenge, O Lord, thj slaughteied saints, ^'r'bose bones 
Lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold , 

Even them who kept thy truth so pure of old 
^Vhen all our fathers worshipped stocks and stones, 
Forget not m thy book lecord then groans 
Who weie thy sheep, and m their ancient fold 
Slam by the bloody Piemontese, that rolled 
Mother with infant down the rocks Their moans 
The vales redoubled to the hills, and they 
To heaven Their martyied blood and ashes sow 
0 er all the Italian fields, where still doth sway 
The triple Tyrant , that from these may grow 
A hundredfold, who, haiing leainfe thy way. 

Early may fly the Babylonian woe 
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JOHN MILTON 

TO CVRUCK SKlNN'fR 

CmrA-cr, tins three jcarsVk^ thcie eves, ihongh dc-'i'** 
To cnitunni •vjcw, of blcmi*-li or of spot, 

Ikrtffc of light, Uicir ■M^(.lnp hn%e forgot 
Nor to Iheir idle oibs <ilol!i si^^hl nppeir 
Of sun, or maon, oi sUr, Ihroughovit Iho ^cnr, 

Or man, or woman ‘VellnrgnciiDt 
Agrtiust Heaven's Imml or wiU, nor bate n jot 
Of beatt ot bopc, bul War up mut steer 
Right onward W^Imt supports me, dost tliou ft-sJs ? 
Ihe conscience, fneud. to have lost tlicm ovcrplicd 
In J ibertj s defence, mv noble task, 

Of which all Europe tings from side to side. 

This thought might load me through the worlds vain 
mask 

Content, though blind, had I no better guide 
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JOHN MILTON 

ON THE LATE MASSACRE IN PIEDMONT 

Avenge, 0 Lord, thy slaughteied saints, whose bones 
Lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold. , 

Even them who kept thy truth so pure of old 
When all our fathers worshipped stocks and stones, 
forget not m thy book lecord then groans 
weie thy sheep, and in their ancient fold 
Slain by the bloody Piemontese, that rolled 
Mother with infant down the rocks Their moans 
The vales redoubled to the hills, and they 
To heaven Their maityied blood and ashes sow 
^ er all the Italian fields, where still doth sway 
The triple Tyrant , that from these may grow 
A hundredfold, vho, having learnt thy way, 

Eaiiy may the Babylonian woe 
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WILLIAM COWPER 

TO MRS UNWJN 

Mari i I want a lyre with other strings, 

Such aid from Heaven as some have feigned they 
drew, 

An eloquence scarce given to mortals, new 
And undehased by praise of meaner things , 

That, ere through age or woe I shed my lUngs, 

I may record thy worth with honour due, 

In verse as musical »vs thou art true, 

And that immoitahzes whom it sings 
But thou habt little need There is a Book 
By seraphs wnt with beams of heavenly light, 

On wliitb the eyes of God not rarely look, 

A chronicle of actions just and bright , — 

There all thy deeds, my faithful Mary. d.ime , 

And since thou own st that praise, I spare thee imne 
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THOMAS RUSSELL 

AT LEMNOS 

On this lone isle, whose rugged roiLs affright 
The cautious pilot, ten revolting years. 

Great Psan’s son, univonted eist to tears, 

Wept o ec his wound alike each rolling hght 
Of heaven he watched, and blamed its hngeiing flight, 
By dav the sea meiv, scieaming round hi'« cave, 

Drove slumber fiom his eyes the ch dmg vove 
And snvago bowlings chased his dieains b> night 
Hope still was his in each low breere Ui&t Mgbed 
Througli Ins rude grot he heard a coming oar , 

Id each white cloud a coming sail be spied , 

Nor seldom listened to tlie fancied roar 
Of 03tas torrents, ot tlic boai scr tide 
That pait. famed irachis from the Luboic shore. 
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 

Scorn not the Sonnet 1 Cntic, you ha' e frow ne6, 
Mindies? of its just honour! ^ ith this key 
Shakspeare unlocked his heart, the melody 
Of this Email lute gave ease to Petrarch s wound , 

A thousand times this pipe did Tnsso sound t 
With It Camoens soothed an etile's grief, 
ihe Sonnet glittered a gay myrtle leaf 
Amid the cypre<?s with ivhich Dante crowned 
His visionary brow, a glow worm lamp, 

It cheered mild Spenser, called fioin Faery land 
lo struggle through dark ways and when a damp 
Fell round the path of Milton^ in his hand 
The Thing became a trumpet — whence he blew 
Soul animating strainE^alasj too few * 
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 

COMPOSED UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE 

Earth has not anything to show more fair : 
Cull would he he of soul who coiild pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty 
This City now doth, like a garment, wear 
The beauty of the morning ; silent, haie, 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and tenipls^® le 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky , 

All blight and glitteiing m the smokeless au. 
Never did sun more beautifully steep 
In hi3 first splendour, valley, rock, or hill » 
Ne’er saw I, rever felt, a calm so deep 
The river ghdeth at liis own sveet will 
Deal God ' the \ery houses seem asleep. 

And all that mighty heart is 




WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 

WRITTEN IN LONDON, SEPTEMBER, 1802 

0 FfliEND f I know not winch way I must look 
Fot comfort, heiJig, as I aro, oppiest, 
lo tliink that now our Life is only drest 
Tor show, — mean handy-work of craftsman, cook. 
Or groom ’—We must run glittering hke a brook 
In tbe open sunshine, or we aie unblest 
The wealthiest man among ns js the best 
No grandeur now in nature or m book 
Delights us Rapine, avance, expense, 

Ibis 18 idolalr} and these vve adore 
Plain living and high thinking are no moie 
The homely beauty of the good old cause 
Is gone our peace, our fearful innocence, 

And p\ire lehgiou breathing household laws 
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Milton ' tiion 'shouldst be hving at tbis hour 
Lngland hath need of thee she is a fen 
Ot stagnant waters altai, sword, and pen, 
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bow cr, 
Have forfeited thrir ancieut English dower 
Of inward happiness We are selfish men , 

Oh * raise us up, return to us again , 

And gi%e us manners, virtue, freedom, power 
yrhy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apait 
Thou hadst a \oice whose sound was like the s 
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free^ 

So didst thou travel on hfe s common w aj , 

In cheerful godliness and yet thj heart 
The lowliest duties on herself did lay 
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The warld is too much wth us, late and soon. 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our pov eis 
Little \\Q sec iii Nature that is ours , 

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon’ 
Ihis Sea that bares her bosom to the moon. 

The winds that will be howling at oil hours, 

And are up galbered now like sleeping fioners, 
For this, for everything, we are out of tunc , 

It n)o^es us not -—Gieat God ' I'd rather be 
A Pagan suckled m a creed outworn , 

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea. 

Have glmipscs that uouid make me less lorlom , 
Have sight of Proteus nsing From the sea, 

Or hear old Triton hltiw bis wieathed horn 
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 

ON THE EXTINCTION OF THE VENETIAN 

republic 

Once did She hold the gorgeous east in fee , 

And was the safeguaid of the west : the woith 
Of Venice did not fall below her birth, 

Venice, the eldest Child of Liberty. 

She was a maiden City, bright and free ; 

No guile seduced, no force could violate ; 

And, when she took unto herself a Mate, 

She must espouse the everlasting Sea. 

And what if she had seen those glories fade. 

Those titles vanish, and that strength decay , 

Yet shall some tribute of r^ret be paid 
When her long life hath reached its final day ; 
Men are we, and must grieve when even the Shade 
Of that which once was great is passed away. 
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‘With how sod steps, 0 Moon, thou 011111^81 the sky, 
How silently, and with, hon wan a face ' ’ 

Where art thou ’’ Thou so often seen on high, 

Rmmmg among the clouds a Wood-nyTnph'’s race ' 
Unhappy Nuns, whose common breath's a sigh 
Which they would stifle, move at sulIi a pace ' 

The northern Wind, to call tliee to the chase, 

Must blow to-uight his bugle horn Had I 
The power of Merlin, Goddess’ this should be: 

And all the stars, fast os the clouds were men, 

Should sally forth, to keep thee company. 

Hurrying and sparkling through the clear blue heaven * 
But, Cynthia ' should to thee the palm be given, 

Queen both foi beauty and lor majesty. 
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 

TO THE RIVER DUDDON 

I THOUGHT of Thee, my partner and my guide. 

As being past away — ^Vain sympathies ' 

For backward, Duddon, as I cast my eyes, 

I see what was, and is, and will abide , 

StiU glides the Stream, aud shall for e\ei glide , 

The Foi-m remains, the Function never dies, 

While we, the braie, the mighty, and the wise, 

We Men, who in our morn of youth defied 
The elements, must vanish .—be it so * 

Enough, if something from om hands haie power 
To Ine, and act, and sene the future hour , 

And if, as toward the silent tomb we go, 

Through luve, through hope, and faith’s transcendent 
dower, 

We feel that we are gi eater than ne know 
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TO TOUSSA-INT UOUVERTUUE 

TotrssAiuT, the most unhappy man of men* 

WhethsL the wlmtliDg Ru<?tic tend his plough 
Withm thy heaimg, or thy head be now 
Pillo\\ed in some deep dungeon’s eailess den 
0 miieuble Chieftain ' where and wben 
Wilt thou find patience? Yet die not , do thou 
Wear rather in thy bands a cheerAil broir 
Though fallen thyself, never to rise again, 

Live, and take comfort Tliou hast left behind 
Powers that will work for thee , air, earth, and skies ; 
There’s not a breathing of the common wind 
That will forget xhee , thou hast great allies , 

Thy friends are exultations, a^mes, 

And love, and man's UDConqneiable mind 
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ROBERT SOUTHEY 

WINTER 

A -wKiNKLED crabbed uiau they picture thee, 

Old Winter, Tvith a rugged beard as grey 
As the long moss upon the apple-tiee , 

Blue lipt, an ice drop at thy sharp blue nose, 

Close muffled up, and on thy dieary way 
Plodding alone through sleet and drifting snows 
They should have drawn thee by the high heapt hearth. 
Old Winter, seated m thy great aimed chon, 

Watching the childten at their Chiistmas mirth , 

Oi circled by them as ihy lips declare 
Some merry jest, or tale of mmder dire, 

Or troubled spmt that disturbs the night, 

Pausing at times to lousc the mouldering fiie, 

Or taste the old October blown and bright. 
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CHARLES LAMB 

■WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF EDITH SOUTHEY 

If Chiistian world Mary tlie gaiknd wears ' 

Rebecca sweetens on a Hebrew’s ear , 

Quakers for pure Pmcilla aie moie clear , 

And the light Gaul by amorous N^no7l swears 
Among the lesser lights bow Lucy shines ’ 

Wliat air of fiagrance Rosamond throws round • 
How like a hjmn doth sweet Cectha sound ’ 

Of Marthas, and of Abigails, few lines 
Ha^e bragged in verse Of coarsest household stuff 
Should homely Joan be fashioned But can 
You Barbara resist, or Manan ? 

And 18 not Clare foi love excuse enough ? 

Yetj by my faith m numbers, 1 profess, 

These all than Saxon Ediih please me less 
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CHARLES LAMB 

TO DORA WORDSWORTH, ON BEING ASKED BY 
her father to write in her album 

An album is a banquet : from the store, 
la bis intelligential orchaid growing, 

Youi sire might heap your board to overflowing , 
One shaking of the tree— ’twouid ask no more 
To set a salad forth, more uch than that 

Wlncli Evelyn in Ins princely cookery fancied; 

Oi that more rare, by Eve’s neat hand euliancfed, 
Where a pleased guest, tlie Angehc Virtue, sat 
But, like the all-grasping founder of the feast, 

Whom Nathan to the sinning king did tas, 

From his less wealthy neighbours he exacts , 
Spaies his own flocks, and takes the poor man’s beast. 
Obedient to his bidding, lo, I am, 

A zealous, meek, contributory*— Lamb. 
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JOSEPH BLANCO TOITE 

NIGHT 

Misteeious Night > when our first parent knew 
Thee from report divine, luid heard thy name, 

Did he not tremble for this lovely fiame, 

This glorious canopy ofhght and bluer' 

Yet ’neath a curtain of translucent deiv. 

Bathed in the rays of the great setting flame, 
Hejpenis with the host of heaven came, 

And lo < creation widened in man's view 
Who could have thought such darknes'? lay concealed 
Withm thy beams, 0 Sun l or who could find, 
Whilst fly and leaf and insect stood repealed, 

That to such countless oibs thou mad'st us blind ’ 
Why do we then shun Death with anxious strife ^ 

If Light can thus deceive, wherefore not Life ? 
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HORACE SMITH 

ON THE STATUE OF A PIPING FAUN 

Hark ' h.ear'’st thou not the pipe of Faunus, sweeping 
In dulcet glee through Thessaly’s domain ^ 

Dost thou not see embowered wood-nymphs peeping 
To watch the Graces that around him reign , 

While distaiit ■vintagers, and peasants reaping, 

Stand in mute transport, listening to the stiain , 

And Pan himself, beneath a pine tiee sleeping, 

Looks round, and smiles, and drops to sleep again ? 

0 happy Greece ' while thy blest sons were rovers 
Through all the lo% clincss this earth discoveis. 

They in tbcu minds a bnghter region founded, 
Haunted by gods and syhans, nymphs and lovers, 
Where foims of grace through sunny landscapes 
bounded, 

By music and enrliaiilment all surrounded 
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GDWARD HOVKI,. LORD 'JtIURLOW 

TUP IIAIIM ';r MOON 

Tm' cnm^nn Moon, *i}»riMn^ from Uir uit, 

\V\ih Inrpc fonUll' tl» iicnr. 

Yc 'ihcphtrils no" pnjnn ><mr iisdoilv 
To giccl tin. h(jn. itppciTunti of h( t •'pliirc i 
And, IjKc II pigc tiifimourid of lur Inon, 

'Ihi ‘.Ur of cvcmn;; glimuRr; ni Uit. 

Hull nii'ic, \o dicpWrds sour o!) miinl 
That so of Ihi Grtal Sliipherd here nre blest 
Oui fields are full \Mth the lnjip*n]Hiini pniui, 
Our 'Jiiejauh ^itli the jmrple iIiiNlcrsMulU 
Hei golden Bpleiidour gliinnicrs on Ok main, 

And sales and muuniAiiis her bright gloi} tell • 
Then smg, )c shephoul'., for Ihg tnnt is eonit 
When ^^c must bring the tnrieliLd liiirsesl homo. 
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JOHN WILSON 

THE EVENING CLOUD 

A CLOUD lay cradled near the setting sun , 

A gleam of crimson tinged its braided snow ; 
Ixing had I watched the glory moving on, 

O’er the still radiance of the lake below ; 
Tranquil its spirit seemed and floated slow , 

Even in its very motion thare was rest , 

While every breath of eve that chanced to blow 
Wafted the Iravellev to the beauteous west. 
Emblem, methougbt, of the departed soul. 

To whose ubite robe the gleam of bliss is given ; 
And by the bieatb of mercy made to roll 
Right onward to the golden gates of Heaven , 
Wheie to the ^ye of Faith it peaceful beg, 

And tells to man his glonous destinies. 
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LEIGH HUNT 

THE GRASSHOPPER AND THE CRICKET 

Green httle vaulter in the sunny grass, 

Catching your heart up at the feel of June, 

Sole volte that's heard amidst the lazy noon, 

When even the bees lag at the summoning brasi , 

And you, warm little housekeeper, nlio class 
With those who think the candles come too soon, 
Loving the fire, and with youi triiksoine tune 
Nick the glad silent raomenls as they pass , 

Oh siiveet and tiny cousins, that belong 
One to the fields, the othci to the hearth. 

Both have your sunshine, both, though small, ai'e 
strong 

At yom clear hearts , and both were sent on earth 
To sing in thoughtful eais this natural soug 
In doors and out, snmmer and winter, Mirth. 
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LEIGH HUNT 

the NILE 

It flows through old hushed Egypt and its sands, 

T^ike some giavc mighty thought threading a dream, 
And times and things, as in that vision, seem 
Keeping along it their eternal stands, — 

Caves, pillars, pyramids, the shepheid bands 

That loamed thioogh the young woild, the glory 
extreme 

Of high Sesostns, and that southern beam, 

The laughing queen that caught the worlds gieat 
hands 

Then comes a mightier silence, stern and strong. 

As. of a woild left empty of its throng, 

And the void weighs on us and then we wake, 

And hem thefimtful stream lapsing along 
TiMxt Milages, and think how we shall take 
Our own calm journey on for human sake 
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CHILLON 

Eternal Spirit of the chainless Mind ' 

Brightest in dungeons, Liberty, thou art , 

Tor there thy habitation i? the heart, 

The heart which love of thee alone can bind , 

And when thy sons to fetters are consigned, 

To fetters, and the damp vaults dayless gloom, 
Their country conquers with their martyidom, 
And Freedom s fame finds wings on every wind 
Chilloii ’ thy pnson is a holy place, 

And thy sad floor a .11 altar, for twa*; trod. 
Until hi8 very steps have left a tiace, 

Worn, as if thy cold pavement were a sod, 

By Bonnivard May none those marks efface 1 
Foi they appeal from tyranny to God 
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PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY 

OZYMANDIAS 

I MET a traveller from an antique land 

Who said : Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 

Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand. 

Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 

And wrinkled lip, and sneei of cold command. 

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed 
And on the pedestal these words appear: 

‘ My name la Ozymandias, king of kings ; 

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair ' ’ 
Nothing beside lemains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level aands stretch far away. 
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Ye hasten to the dead ’ What seek }e there, 

Ye restless thoughts and busy purposes 

Of the idle brain, which the world’s lively uera ? 

0 thou (\uick heart, which pantejl to possess 
All that pale Expectation feignelli fan ' 

Thou \ainly cunous mmd which wouldest guess 
"Whence thou didst come, and whither thou must go, 
And all that never yet was known would know — 

Oh, whithei hasten yc, that thus ye pi ess, 

With such s\vi£t feet life 5 green and pleasant patii, 
Seeking, alike from happiness and woe, 

A refuge m the cavern of gray death ^ 

O heart, and mind, and -flioughts ’ what thing do you 
Hope to inherit in the grave below ? 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


JOHN KEATS 

ON FIRST LOOKING INTO CHAPMAN’S HOMER 

Much have 1 travelled in the lealms of gold. 

And many goodly states and kiiigdoms seen. 
Round many western islands have I been 
Which bards m fealty to Apollo hold 
Olt of one wtde expanse had I been told 
That deep biowed Homer ruled as his demesne ; 
Tet did I never breathe its pure seiene 
Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold 
Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
When a new planet swims into his ken , 

Or like stout Cortez, when with eagle eyes 
He stared at the Pacific — and all his men 
Looked at each other with a wild sminise — 

Silent, upon a peak in Darien 
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JOHN KnAlS 

ON THE GRASSHOPPrit AND CUiCKrT 

'J nr pocb) of cailh 1*1 m imlcw] 

WIiLii nil Uic hinlfi aic fniul vilH tin hot 
And hide in cooling tru' n \oiig «ill nm 
Trom litdgL to licdgu ahonl the iicn-movn intnd* 
That the Cirft.«hopp«.r s— he takc^ the lead 
In hinnmcr luxury,— he hns never done 
With his delights , foi when tired out with fun 
lie rests nt ease bcncnlh some pleasant weed 
The poctrj of eailh is cenMng iievci 

On ti lone Vinter evening, when the frost 
Has wrought a silence, fiom the stove tlnro hhrills 
The Cnckcfs song, in vvnrmth increasing cvei, 
And seems, to one in drow^ime's half lost, 

The Grasshopper g among ^ome grassy lulls. 




JOHN KEATS 

Happy is England ' I could be content 
To see no other verdure than its oivn , 

To feel no other bieezes than are blown 
Through its tall woods with high romances blent 
Yet do I sometimes feel a languishment 
For skies Italian, and an inward groan 
To sit upon an Alp as on a thione, 

And half forget what world oi worldling meant 
Happy is England, sweet her artless daughters , 
Enough their simple Jovehness for me, 

Enough then whitest arms m silence clinging 
Yet do I often warmly bum to see 

Beauties of deeper glance, and hear their singing, 
And float with them about the summer wateis 
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JOHN KEATS 

ON A PICTURE OF LEANDER 

Cojic hither all sweet maidens soherly, 
Bown-lookjug a^e, and wi-Ui a chastened light, 
Hid in the fringes of your eyelids white, 

And meekly let yonr fan hands joined be, 

As if so gentle that ye could not sec, 

TJntouchedt a victim of your beauty blight, 
Sinking away to h\s young spirit's night,— 
Sinking bewildered 'mid the dreary sea 
’Tis young Leandei toiling to bis death ; 

Nigh swooning, he doth purse his weary lips 
For Hero’s cheek, and smiles against her smile 
0 hornd dieam ’ see how his body dips 
Dead heavy , arms and shoulders gleam awhile 
He's gone up bubbles aM his amorous breath ' 
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JOHN KEATS 

TO SLEEP 

0 son* emKilmer of the still midnight • 

Shutting, with careful fingers and benign, 

Our glootn-plcascd eyes, embowered from the light, 
Enshaded in foigetfulness divine: 

0 aootbcst Sleep ' if so it plense thee, close, 

111 midst of this thine hymn, my willing eyes, 

Or wait the Amen, eie thy poppy tlnons 
Around ni) bed ita lulling charities 
Tlicn saic mo, or the passed day mil shine 
Upon my pillon, breeding many nocs; 

Saie me from cuiions consciontc, that still lords 
Its strength, for dar}»nc<is burrowing like a mole ; 

Turn the ke\ doftl} in the oiled ward*}, 

And ‘:eal the huNhed ensket of my ';oul. 
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JOHN KEATS 

After dark vapours have oppressed our plalBs 
Por a loBg dieary season, comes a day 
Born of the gentle South, and clears away 
From the sick heavens all unseemly stains 
The ansious month, relieved from its pams, 

Takes as a long lost right the feel of May 
The eyelids with the passing coolness play, 

Like lose leaves with the diip of summer lams 
The calmest thoughts come round us as of leaves 
Budding — fruit ripening in stillness— 'autumn suns 
Smiling at eve upon the quiet sheaves — 

Sweet Sappho s cheek — a sleeping infant s hreath— 

The gradual sand that through an hour glass runs — 
A woodland mulet — a Poets death 
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The day is gone, and all its sweets are gone ' 

Sweet voice, sweet lifffi, soft hand, and softer breast. 
Warm breath, hght whisper, tender seim-tonej 
Bnght eyes, accomplished shape, and lang’rous waist ’ 
Faded the ftowet and all its budded charms, 

Faded tbe sight of beauty ftom my eyes, 

Faded the shape of beauty from my arms. 

Faded the voice, warmth, whiteness, paradise— 
Vanished unseasonably at shut of eve, 

When the dusk holiday— or holinight 
Of fro^jiut-cuitaiued love begins to weave 
The woof of darkness thick, for hid delight } 

Bat, as Tve read Love’s missal through to-day, 

He'll let me sleep, seeing I fast and pray. 
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JOHN KEATS 

HIS LAST SONNET 

Bbicht stai, would I Tvero steadfast as thou art — 
Not jn lone splendour hijDg aloft the uig'ht, 

And watching, with eternal lids apart, 

Like Nature's patient sleepless Ei eirnte, 

The moving wateis at theii piiesthke task 
Of pure ahhition round earth's human shores, 
Or gaamg the new wiCt-feAkn mfeh ^ 

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors — 
No—jel still steadfast, still unchangeable} 
Pillowed upon my lair love’s iipening bieast, 
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell, 

Awake for evei in a swoet uniest , 

Still, still to hear her tender taken breath, 

And so live ever — -or dse swoou to death 
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BRYAN WALLER PROCTER 

THE FIRE-FLY 

Tell us, 0 Guide, by wbat strange natural laws 
This wiaged flower throws out, night after night, 
Such lunar bi’ightncss ^ Why, — for what grave cause 
Is this earth-insect crowned with lieaveiily light? 

Peace ’ Rest content ' See where, by cliff' and dell, 
Past tangled foiest-patbs and silent river, 

The little lustrous creature guides us well, 

And where we fail, his small light aids us ever 

Nighfs charming servant ' Pretty star of earth 1 
I ask not why thy lamp dotli ever burn. 

Perhaps it 1*5 thy ver_j life, — thy mind; 

And thou, if robbed of that stiange tight of birtb. 
Might be no more taan Man, when death doth turn 
His beauty into darkness, cold and blind 
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HARTLEY COLERIDGE 


Long time a child, and still a child, \ihen jears 
Had painted manhood on my clieclv, was I , 

Toi yet I lu ed hi e one not honi io die 
A thriftless prodigal of smiles and tears, 

No hope I needed, and I knew no fears 
But sleep, though sweet, is only sleep, and nakmg 
I Maked to sleep no more, at once oertaking 
The vanguard of my age, ivith all anears 
Of duty on my back Not child, nor man, 

Nor ) outh, nor sage, I find my head is grey , 

Tor I ha\e lost the race I nevci lan 

A rathe December blights my lagging May, 

And still I am a child, though I he old 
Time IS my debtor foi my years untold 
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HARTLEY COLERIDGE 

NIGHT 

Thf crackling embeis on the hearth are dead , 
The indoor note of industij is stili , 

The latch is fast, upon the window-silI 
The small birds wait not for then daily biead , 
The voiceless flowers— hoiv quietly they shed 
Their nightly odours , and the household rill 
Murmurs continuous dulcet sounds that flil 
The vacant expectation, and the dread 
Of listening night And haply now She sleeps 
Toi all the gaiiulous noises of the air 
Are hushed m peace , the 5,0ft dew silent weeps, 
Like hopeless lovers for a maid so fan — 

Oh ' that 1 were the happy dieam that creeps 
To her soft heart, to find ray image there. 
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If I liave sinned in act, I may lepent , 

If I liave erred in thought, I may disclaim 
My silent error, and }et feel no shame 
Bat if my soul, big with an ill intent, 

Guilty in will, by fate be innocent, 

Or being bad, yet murmurs at the curse 
And incapacity of being woise. 

That makes my hungry passion still keep Lent 
In keen expectance of a Carnival, — 

Where, in all worlds that round the san revolve, 
And shed tbeir influence on this passive ball. 
Abides a power that con my soul absolve ’ 

Could any sm survive and be forgiven, 

One sinful wish would make a hell of heaven 
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Think upon Death, ’tis good to think of Death, 
But hettei fai to think upon the Dead 
Death is a spectre with a bony liead, 

Or the mere mortal body without bieath, 

The state foredoomed of eiery son of Seth, 
Decomposition — dust, or dreamless sleep 
But the deal Dead aie they fox whom w e weep 
For whom I oiedit all the Bible saith 
Dead is my fathei, dead is my good mother, 
And vhat on caith have I to do but die ? 

But if b) grace I reach the blessed sky, 

I fam would see the same, and not another , 
The very father that I used lo see, 

Ihe mother that has nursed me on her knee 
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Ir I have sianed in act, I may repent, 

If I have erred ip I nia> di^c5aim 
M) Jsilert error, and )ct feci no shame 
J5ut if mv soul, b)g with an lii intent, 

(rnilty in wilh liy fttc be innocfct, 

Or being had, jet murmurs at the curse 
And mcapacitj of bang worse, 

Tlittt jrmlvcs mj hun|ry pass,ioo still keep Lent 
In keen expectance of « Carnival,— 

Where, in nil worlds that round the son revolve 
And shed their infioence on this piksive ball, 
Abides a power that con mj soul absol^a f 
Could anjsinsunneaad befoigivcn, 

One sinful wish would rnnkeahclloi ieaun 
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Think upon Death* ’tis good to think of Death, 
But hettei fai to think upon the Dead, 

Death IS a spectre with a bony head, 

Or the mere moital body without breath, 

The state foredoomed of evoiy son of Seth, 
Decomposition — dust, or dieamless sleep 
But the deal Dead are they for whom we weep. 
For ivliom I credit all the Bible saith 
Dead is my father, dead is my good mother, 
And vhat on earth have I to do bat die ? 

But if by grace I reach the blessed sky, 

I fain would see the same, and not another , 

The very fathei that 1 used to see, 

Tlje niolher that has nursed rae on her knee 
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If I have sinned m act, I may repent , 

If I have ened in thought, I may disclaim 
silent error, and yet feel no shame 
But if my soul, hig with an ill intent, 

Guilty m M ill, by fate be innocent, 

Or being bad, yet murmurs at the curse 
And incapacity of being \roise, 

That maizes my hungry passion still keep Lent 
111 keen e'?pectance of a Carnival, — 

Where, in all worlds that round the sun re\olve, 
And shed their lufluence on this passne ball, 
Abides a power that can my soul absobe ^ 

Could any sin survive and be forgiven, 

One sinful wish would make a hell of heaven 
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SAMUFJ. LAMAN BLANCIJAUD 

inilDRN JOYS 

Pi.ii'Anrrjtni lio llnckoftt wIhw no plo/i/mmi nr'om ! 
'J’'hi‘n*'H jiol li If'iif lliat frtllH upon llui ^.p'oimhI, 

)]nl IkjIcIh fioino joy of hiIoik-o or of rioinul, 

Borne nprile hoi^oHcn of uminimrr dmiiTJ. 

^riic' vt'vy ineaui!'<t. arc ma<!c fliipicuu* 

Willi iriiiiild rc/ilniiy. No /<mhi of /itijifl, 
llnL uiovo‘! A liri^hl- on<l JuilHon-pcopIi'd land, 

And lialli jifl I'l(lcnn and ibi Kvch, T 

Love, Ihoiigli Idihd liiniHclf, « onvionif ayr 
Hall) It-ni itic, id licliold I, lie Iimriii of Uilti/^'ii, 

And bniflicd niinr mr will) power, far »>r »j|/jli, 

Minnie or uiighly, lixed or fit-i- wilh wingo, 

Dcliglil fj’om many a niimclcHii covert uly 
I’ccjai iijiaikling, and in loncn funiilinr hingii. 
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THOMAS HOOD 

DEATH 

It is not deatii, tliat sometime in a sigh 

ThiseloqucnibicfitU slmll bikiUspeei-hlessfiiglit, 
That sometime these bnght stars, ilmt now reply 
In sunlight to the ^un, shall set in night ♦ 

TliTt this watm conscious flesh shall pensh quite, 

And all life s ruddy springs foigot to flow , 

That thoughts shall twsc, and the iminoi-tal Sprite 
Be lapped in alien clay and laid below , 

It IS not death to know this,— but to know 

That pious thoughts, which visit at new graves 
In tender ptl^m^e, will cease to go 
So duly and so ofU-^nd when glass waves 
Over the past away, thei’e mav be then 
No resurrection m the minds of men 
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SAMUEL LAMAN BLANCHARD 

HIDDEN JOYS 

Pleasttjies lie tliickest where no pleasures seem 
There s not a leaf that falls upon the ground, 

But holds some joy of silence or of sound, 

Some sprite begotten of a summer dream 
The very meanest things are made supreme 
With innate ecstasy No grain of sand, 

But moves a bright and million peopled land, 

And hath its Edens and its Eves, I deem 
For Love, though blind himself, a curious eye 
Hath lent me, to behold the hearts of things, 

And touched mine eai vith power Thus, far oi nigh, 
"Minute or mighty, fixed or free with nings, 

Delight from many a nameless covert sly 
Peeps spaikling, and in tones familiar sings 
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ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING 

Go from me Yet I feel tliat I shall stand 
Heticefoiward m thy shadow Nevermore 
Alone upon the threshold of m/ door 
Of individual life, 1 shall command 
The mes of my soul, nor lift my hand 
Seienely in the sunshine as before, 

Without the sense of that which I forbore^ — 
Thy touch upon tht* palm The widest laud 
Doom takes to part us, leaves thj heart in mme 
With pulses that heat double. What I do 
4nd what I dream include thee, as the wine 
Must taste of its own grapes And when I sue 
God foi myselfj He hears that name of thuifij 
And sees wthin my eyes the teai-s of two 
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What can I give thee back, O liberal 

And princely giver, who hast brought the gold 

And purple of thme heart, unstained, untold, 

And laid them on the outside of the wall 
For such as I to take or lea\c withal, 

In unexpected laigesse ^ aui I cold, 

Ungrateful, that for these most manifold 
High gifts, I render aolliing back at all ^ 

Not so , not cold, — but very poor instead 

Ask God who knows Poi fiequent tears have run 

The colours from my life, and left so dead 

And pale a stuff, it were not fitly done 

To give the same as pillow to thy head 

Go farthei ' let it serve to tiample on. 
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ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING 

h 1 leave all foi tliee, wilt Ibou exchange 
And be all to me ? Shall I never miss 
Home talk and blessing and the wmtnon kiss 
That comes to each in turn, nor count it sti^nge, 
When I look up, to diop on a new range 
Of nails and floors, another home than this ^ 

Nay, wilt thou fill that place bj me which is 
Tilled by dead eyes, too tender to know change ? 
lhats hardest If to concjuei love, has tried 
To conquer grief, tiies more, all things prove , 
hoi grief indeed is love and gnef beside 
AlaSj I have grieved ^o I am hard to love 
Yet love me- — wilt thou ? Open thme lieait wjfie, 
And fold within the wet of thy dove 
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ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING 


Wb£n our two souls stand up erect and sbong. 
Face bo face, silent, drawing nigli and nigher. 

Until the lengthening ivmgs break into fire 
At either curved point. — what bitter wrong 
Can the eaith do to us, that we should not long 
Be here contented ? Think. In mounting higher, 
The angels would press on us and aspire 
To diop some golden orb of pci feet song 
Into our deep, dear silence Let us stay 
Rathei on, earth, Beloved, — where the unfit 
Contranous moods of men recoil away 
And isolate pure spuits, and permit 
A place to stand and love in for a day, 

With darkness and the death-hour rounding it. 
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ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNtNG 

My letters ’ all dea^ papei, mute and 
And yet they seem alive and quivering 
Against my tremulous hands winch loose the stung 
And let tliem drop down on my knee to-night 
This said,— he wished to have me in his sight 
Once, as a friend this fixed a day m sprj/^g 
To come and touch ray hand , a simple thing, 
T et X Wept for it ^ — this, . the paper’s light 
Said, Decr^ I love tk^e , and I sank and quoded. 

As. if God’s future thundered on my past 
Tins said, I am ilitne — and so its ink has paled 
With lying at my heaH that beat too fast/ 

And thi^ 0 Love, thy word's have dl availed 
If, what this said, I dared repeat at last • 
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CHARLES TENNYSON-TURNER 

THE LATTICE AT SUNRISE 

A.S on my bed at dawn I mused and prayed, 

I saw my lattice praokt upon the wall 
The flaunting leaves and flitting buds withal — 
A sunny phantom interlaced with shade 
'Thanks he to Heaven • ' in happy mood I sajd, 

* What STveeter aid my matins could befall 
Than this fair gloiy from the East hath made ? 
What holy sleights bath God, the 1 ord of all, 
To bid us feel and see ' we ate not free 
To say wc see not, for the glory comes 
Nightly and daily, like the flowing sea, 

His lustre pierceth thiough the midnight glooms 
And at prime hour, behold ' He follows me 
With golden shadows to toy stciet rooms ' ’ 
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CHARLES TENNYSON-TURNER 

LETTT’S GLOBE 

Wups Lclt} Imcl scarce passed ber Uiird glad )eflG 
Ati (1 her artless words bcgoii to Ho'S 
One day we ga>c the child a colomcd sphei'C 
Of the wide cat til, tlmt she might nmih nncl knoii, 
By lint and outline, all \h sea imd land 
She patted all the world , old empires peeped 
Between her bab} fingers ^ her soft hand 
Was welcome at all fioiitieis How she leaped. 
And laughed, and prattled in her world-wide bliss , 
But when we turned her sweet unlearned eye 
On our 01V11 isle, she raised a joyous ciy, 

^ Oh * yes, I see it, Letty's home is there ' ’ 

And, while she hid all England with a kiss, 

Bright over Eujope fdl hex' golden hair 
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CHARLES TENNYSON-TURNER 

THE QUIET TIDE NEAR ARDROSSAN 

On to the beach the quiet wateis crept 
But, though I stood not far withm the land, 

No tidal iiiurmur reached me fiom the sliand 
The iiiirroied clouds beneath old iiiran slept 
I looked again across the uatery waste 
The shores were full, the tide was near its height, 
Ihough scarcely heaid the reefs were drowning fast, 
And an imperial whispei told the might 
Of the outei floods^ that pressed into the bay. 

Though all liesides was silent 1 delight 
In the lOUgh billows, and the foam-ball’s flight 
I love the shoie upon a stormy day , 

But yet more stately were the powei and ease 
That with a whispei deepened all the seas 



103 




FRANCES ANNE KEMBLE 

CovEK me with your eveilastmg arms, 

Ye guardiaa giants of this solitude * 

From the ill ^ght of metij nnd from the rude 
iumultuous dm of yon wild world s alarms * 

OK, kmt your mighty limbs around, eboic, 

And close me in for ever ^ let me dw ell 
With the wood spirits, in the daikest cell 
That ever witli your verdant locks ye \io\e 
The air is lull of countless voices, joined 
In one eternal hymn » the whispering wind, 
The shuddering leave*? the hidden water sprmgs, 
The work song of tlie bees, whose honeyed wmgs 
Hang m the golden tresses of the lime, 

Or huned ho m pwple beds of thyme 
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GEORGE MORINE 

SUNSET 

Day — like a conqueror marching to his rest. 

The warfare finished and the victory won, 

And all the pageant of his tiiumph done — 

Seeks his resplendent chamber in the West 
Yon clouds, like pursuivants and heralds drest 
In gorgeous blazonry, troop slowly on, 

Bearing abroad the banners of the sun, 

That pioudly stream o'er many a warrior’s crest 
In the azure field a solitary star 

Lifts its pale signal, and the glonous tiam 
Of errant sunbeams, straggling from afar, 

Re foim their glittenng ranks, and join again 
Their fathei Phcehus in his golden car, 

Whose panting steeds ha\e soutFed the western main. 
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RICHARD MONCKTON MILNES, 
LORD HOUGHTON 

ON TURNERS PICTURE OF THE TmERAIJl£ 

See how the small concentrate fiery force 
Is grappling with the glory of the mam, 

That follows Uke some grave heroic cor«ie. 
Dragged by a sutler from the heap of slam 
Thy solemn ptesence bungs ns moie than pain — 
Something which fancy moulds into remoise, 
That we, who of thine honour held the gam, 
Should from its dignity thy form divoice 
Yet will we read m thy high \amiting name, 
How Britain did what France could only dare, 
And, while the sunset gilds the daikenmg air, 
Wo will fill up thy shadowy lines with fame, 
And, tomb or temple, hail thee still the same, 
Home oi great thoughts, memoiialTcmeraire' 
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HENRY ALFORD, 

DEAN OF CANTERBURY 

B.ISI, said the Mastei, come unto the feast — 

She heard the call and rose v.ith ^^llhng feet , 

But thinking it not otherwise than meet 
Pm such a bidding to put on her best, 

She 15 gone from us foi a few short hours 
Into her bridal closet, there to wait 
For the unfolding of the palace gate, 

That gives her entrance to the blissful bowers 
We have not seen her jet, though we have been 
Full often to her chamber door, and oft 
Have listened underneath the postern green, 

\nd laid fresh flowers, and whispered short and soft , 
But she hath made no answer , and the day 
From the clear w est is fading fast aw ay 
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AUBREY DE VERE 

THE SUN GOD 

I SAW tlie Mobtci of the Sun lie stood 
High in Ins luminous car, himself more bright , 

An Auher of inimcaisumhle might 

On his left shoulder hung his qnucred lo id , 

Spumed hy his Steeds the enstem mountnm glowed , 
roiuird his eager eye, and brow of light 
He bent , and, while botli hands that arch ombowed 
Shaft after shaft puisuod the flying Night 
No lYings piofancd that godlike form , around 
His neck high held an eser moving ciowd 
Of locks hung glistening , while such perfret sound 
Fell from his bowstnng, that th ethereal dome 
Thrilled as a devrdrop , and each passing cloud 
Expanded, whitening like the ocean foam 
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AUBREY DE VERB 

SORROW 

Count eacli affliction, iihether light or grave, 

God’s messenger sent down to tliee , do thou 
With courtesy leceue him , nse and bow , 

And, ere his shadow pass thy thresliold, crave 
Permission fii'st his hcaienly feet to lave , 

Then lay before him oil thou liast allow 
No cloud of passion to usuip thy brow, 

Or mar tJiy hospitality, no waie 

Of mortal tumult to obbtemte 

The souls marmoreal calmness Gnef should be, 

Like joy, majestic, equable, sedate, 

Confirming, cleansing, raising, making free , 

Strong to consume small troubles , to commend 
Great thoughts, grave thoughts, thoughts lasting to 
the end 
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JEAN INGELOW 

AN ANCIENT CHESS KING 

Haply some Rajah first in ages gone 
Amid his languid ladies fingered thee, 

While a black nightingale, sun-swait as he, 

Sang his one wife, love’s passionate onson , 

Haply thou mayst have pleased old Prester John 
Among his pastures, vhen full royally 
He sat in tent—grave shepherds at his knee — 
While lamps of balsam winked and glimmered on 

What dost thou here ^ Thy masters are all dead , 
My heart is full of ruth and yearning pain 
At sight of thee, 0 king that bast a crown 
Outlasting then’s, and tells of greatness fled 
Through cloud hung nights of unabated ram 
And murmur of the dark majestic town, 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


MATTHEW ARNOLD 
QUIET WORK 

Onf lesson, Nature, iet me learn of thee, 

One lesson which in e\ery wind is blown, 

One lesson of two duties Kept at one, 

Though the loud world proclaim then enmity — 

Of toil unsevered from tranquillity ' 

Of labour, that lo lasting fruit outgrows 
Par noisier schemes, accomplished in repose, 

Too great for haste, too high for nvahy * 

Yes, while on eaith a thousand discords nng, 
Man’s fitful uproar mingling with his toil, 

Still do thy sleepless ministers move on. 

Their glorious tasks in silence perfecting , 

Still M orking, blaming still our vain turmoil, 
Labomers that shall not fail, when man is gone 
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MATTHEW ARNOLD 

SHAKESPEARE 

Omnis abide out quesiion — ^Tliou nrfc fiec. 

Wc ask and ask— Thou smilcst and ai t ‘'till, 
Outrtoppwg knovsledgc Tor the loftiest hill 
Who to the stars microwns hts majest}, 

Planting his steadfast footsteps id the sea, 

Making the heaven of heavens his dwelhng-pkce, 
Spares but t\ie cloudy border of bis base 
To the foiled searching of hforlality , 

And thou, who didst the stars and sunbeams know. 
Self-schooled, sell-scanned, sclf-honouied, self secure, 
Didst walk on earth unguessed at — ]3ettei so ’ 

All pains the immortal spirit must endure, 

All weakness which impairs, all gnefs whith bow, 
Tmd their sole voice in that victonous brow 
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MATTHEW ARNOLD 

EAST LONDON 

Twas August, aud the fierce sun overhead 
Sinote on the squihd streets of Beihual Green, 

And the pale wea\ei, through his windows seen 
In Spitalfields, lool ed thrice dispuited 

I met a preaclici there I knew, and said 
‘ 111 and o eri' orked, how fare you in this scene ^ 

‘ Bravely, said he ‘ for I of late have been 

Aluch cheered vith tlioughts of Christ, t!/ie living bread * 

0 hmiian soul ' as long as thou canst so 
Set up a mark of evei-Iasting light. 

Above the howling senses’ ebb aud flow, 

To cheer thee and to right thee if thou roam, 

Not with lost toil thou labourest through the night ' 
Thou mak st the heaven thou hop st indeed thy home 
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Liki ft musicimi, llmt villi /Super 
Startlcb tSic miicc of home new inslnimLikl, 

And, llioiigli lie ] now Ihal m one ’'tiinp ft»c 
S\\ Ai extremes of •?onml, jtl ^\\\ dolli hngft 
Among lUo IigUtet Unxiul**, fcnmig lo vlnrl 
The deep soul of that one melodious w jrc, 

Lost it, uiifiTiswcriiig, (lasli his high desire, 

And spoil tlie hopes of las expectant Uoatt 
Ihus wifcli iTi} niisticis oft; conicisiiig, 1 
StiT cvciy lighter tlicmc with cauloss stncc, 
Gathering sweet iiiusic and cclcstm! 303s 
Tiom the hannonioiis soul o'er which I fly , 

Yet 0 Cl the one deep master choid I ho'cr, 
And dare not stoop, icanng to tell — 3 loi'o her 
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■WILLIAM CALDWELL ROSGOE 

TO A FRIEND 

Sad soul, whom God, resuming wlmt He gave. 
Medicines with bittei anguish of the tomb, 

Cease to oppress the portals of the grave, 

And stiain Hiy aching sight across the gloom 
The surged AtUntics winter-beaten wave 
Shall sooner pierce the purpose of the wmd 
Than thy storm-tossed and heavy-swelling mind 
Grasp the full import of his means to saxe 
llirough the dark night he still , God’s faithful grace 
Lies hid, like morning, underneath the sea 

Let thy slow hours roll, like these weaiy stars, 
Down to the lei el ocean patiently. 

Till his loved hand shall touch the Eastern bais, 
And hib fail glory shine npon thy face. 
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JULIAN FANE 

AD MATREM 

How many a yeai hath Time, with felon hand, 
I'llched finm'the sum of my allotted days, 

Alas, with no performance that may stand 
In ^^a^lant of a well earned meed of praise* 

Time hath the forehead of my life helmed, 

And dipt my youth with Ins accursed shears, 
Hath made companionable Joy unkind, 

And taught mine eyes the fellowship of tears 
His false hands falsely have my mind assailed, 
Thence stealing man-^ a secret of sweet pleasuie. 
But his foiled fingers nothing have prevailed 
Against my heart— the casket of my ti ensure 
My love of thee presened m its fiesh prime, 

I, robbed, left nch , how pool a thief is Time ' 
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JULIAN FANE 

A.D MATREM 

O Y 15 IONED face unullerably fair. 

How oft when blackness muffled up the night. 
And tempest laden was the surcharged air, 

Noi any hope appealed ofstaiiy light, 

How often, lucent as the foil faced moon, 

When suddenly she rends the clouded fleece, 

Hath thy siieet influence, like an unhoped boon, 
Turned daik to bright, and tempest into peace ’ 
Queen of my night of sorrows hast thou been, 

Whose countenance of good all evil mais, 
Knowing to crown with hopeful light serene 

Earth’s darksome vault when most forloin of stars, 
And to conveit clouds bodeful of despair 
To silver-suited omens good and fair 
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JOHN, LORD HANMER 

THE OLD FISHER 

Thou art a fisher of Mazorbo , lone, 

Di ifting a usual shadow o'er the sea, 

With thme old boat, that, like a barkless tree. 
Creaks m the ivind, a pitchless dreary moan, 

And there thy life and all tliy tlioughts have flown, 
Pouncing on ciabs in shallov^, till thy knee, 
Crooked as theus, now halts unsteadily, 

Going about to moie the anchor stone, 

And when the waves roll inward from the east, 
Takest thy net, and for some few sardines 
ToiPst in the morning’s wild and chilly lay , 

Then dost thou go to where yon bell tower leans, 
And in the sunshine ait, the poor man's feast, 

Else abstmeut in thy poverty, all the day 
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JOHN, LORD HANMER 

THE PINE WOODS 

VV^E stand upon tlie moowsli mountain side 
From age to age, a solemn company , 

Tliere are no \oices in our paths, but ne 
Hear the great whirlwinds loanng loud and ivide , 
And like the sea waves have our boughs replied, 
From the beginning, to their stormy glee . 

Ihe thunder lolls above us, and some tree 
Smites with, his bolt, yet doth tlie race abide , 
Answering all times , but jo}ous when the sun 
Glints on the peaks that clouds no longei beai , 
And the young shoots to flourish hive begun , 

And the quick seeds tlirough the blue odorous air 
Fiom the expanding cones fell one one, 

And silence as in temples dwclletli thcarc 
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DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI 

lovesjght 

Whei^ do I see thee most, beloved one ^ 

When in the light the spints of mine eyes 
Before thy face, their altai, solemnire 
The worship of that Lo\e thiough thee made known ? 
Oi nhen in the dusk hours, (we two alone,) 
Close-kissed and eloquent of still replies 
Thy twiIight-hidden glimmering visage lies, 

And tay soul only sees thy soul lis own 

0 love, my love ' if 1 no more should see 
Thyself, nor on the earth the shadow of the®) 

Nor image of thine eyes m any spring,-^ 

How then should sound upon Life’s darkening slope 
The ground-whirl of the perished leaves of Hope, 

The wind of Death s imperishable >vjng ^ 
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DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI 

THE PORTRAIT 

O Lord of all compassionate control, 

Q Love ’ let tlus my lady’s pvctttve glow 
Under my hand to praise her name, and show 

Even of her inner self the peifect whole • 

U'hat he who seeks her beauty’s furthest goal, 
Beyond the light that the sweet glances throw 
And refluent wave of the sweet smile, may know 

The very sky and sca-Ime of her soul. 

Lo ' It is done. Above the enthroning throat 
The mouth’s mould testifies of voice and kiss, 
The shadowed eyes remember and foresee. 

Her face is made hei shrine. Let all men note 
That in all years (0 Love, thy gift is this ') 

They that would look on her must come to me. 
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THE MORROW'S MESSAGE 

‘Thou Ghost,’ I said, ‘and is thy name To day ^ — 
Yesterday’s son, with such an abject brow ’ — 

And can To morrow be moie pale than thou 
While yet I spoke, the silence answeied ‘ Yea, 
Henceforth our issue is all grieved and grey, 

And each beforehand mahes such poor avow 
As of old leaves beneath the budding bough 
Or tii^ht-d.tift that the sandavm. 'ihieda ’ 

Then ciied I ‘ Mother of man} malisons, 

0 Earth, receive me to thy diwly bed ' ’ 

But therewithal the tremulous silencp said 
‘ Lo • Lo\ e yet bids thy lady greet thee once • — 

Y'ea, twice, — whereby thy life is still the sun’s \ 

And thnee, — whereby the shadow of death is dead.’ 
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DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI 

SLEEPLESS DREAMS 

Gmr in daik growths, yet ghmniemig with one star, 

O night, desirous as the nights of youth ' 

Why should my heart within thy spell, foisooth, 

Now beat, as the hiides fingei-pulses aie 
Quickened within the giidliiig golden bar-' 

What wings are these that fan my pillow smooth? 
And whj does Sleep, waved back by J05 and Ruth, 
Tread softl) lound and ga/e at me from far'’ 

Nay, night deepleaied* And would Love feign m 
thee 

Some shadowy palpitating giove that bears 
Rest foi man’s ejes and music for his ears 
0 loiiel3 night ' art thou not known to me, 

A thicket hung with masks of mockery 

And wateied with the wostetul wainith of tears ^ 
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DANTE GABWEL ROSSETTI 

THE MORROW’S MESSAGE 

‘ Thou Ghost,’ I said, ‘a,ndii> thy name To day?-^ 
Yesterday’s son, With such an abject brow * — • 

And can To morrow be moie pale than thou?’ 
While yet I spoke, the silence answeied ‘ Yea, 
Henceforth our issue is all gneved and grey, 

And each beforehand mahes such poor avow 
As of old leaves beneath the budding bough 
Or night drift that the sunefawn shieds away ' 

Then ciied I ‘ Mother of roan) malisons, 

0 Earth, receive roe to thy dusty bed ’ ’ 

But therewithal the tiemulous silence said 
‘ Lo ' Loie yet bids thy lady greet thee once — 

Yea, twice, — whereby thy life is still the sun’s , 

And thnee,— whereby the shadow of death is dead ’ 



THE GOLDEN BOOK KTO 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS tSa 


DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI 

SLEEPLESS DREAMS 

Gmr m dark growths, yet ghmtneniig with one stai, 

0 night, desiious as the nights of youth ' 

Why should my heart within thy spell, foisooth, 

Now beat, as the biide’s fingei -pulses are 
Quickened within the gudhng golden bar ? 

What wings are these that fan my pillow smooth ^ 
\nd why does Sleep, waved back by Joy and Ruth, 
Tread softly round and ga^e at me from far ? 

Nay, night deep leaded' And would Love feign in 
thee 

Some shadowy palpitating grove that bears 
Rest for man’s eyes and music for his ears ^ 

O lonely night ' art thou not known to me, 

A thicket hung with masks of mockery 

And wateied with the wasteful waimth of tears? 
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WILLOWWOOD I 

I SAT With Love upon a woodside well, 

Leaning across the water, I and he , 

Nor ever did he speak nor looked at me, 

But touched his lute wherein was audible 
The certain secret thing he had to tell 
Onl^ our miriored eyes met silently 
In the low wave, and that sound tame to be 
The passionate voicel knew , and my tears fell 

And at their fall, his eyes beneath grew hers , 

And with his foot and with his wing-feathers 

He swept the spring that watered my heart's drouth 
Then the dark npples spimd to waving heu> 

And as I stooped, her own lips rising theie 
Babbled with brimming kisses at my mouth 
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WILLOWOOD ri 

And now Love sang but his was such a song, 

So meshed with half remembrance hard to free, 
As souls disused in death's sterility 
May sing when the new birthday tames long 
And I was made aware of a dumb throng 
That stood aloof, one form hy every tree, 

All mournful forms, for each was I or she, 

The shades of those our days that had no tongue 

They looked on us, and knew us and were knoivn , 
While fast together, alive from the abyss, 
Clung the soul-wrung implacable close kiss. 
And pity of self through all made broken moan 
Winch said, ' For once, for once, for once alone ' ' 
And still Love sang, and wliat he sang was this 
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CHRISTINA ROSSI- m 

KBMBMl!EU 

Ri-mi MiiHi me \^hcn I nm pmio 
Gone fftr n^\a^ mla the silent laiul , 

AVhcii JOM can no ntoreh«W me h} the hand, 
Nor 1 half Umi to go )cl tunimg rU} 

Remember me ^^hen im more, da) 1>) da^ , 

You tell me of our future that )ou plnnnetl 
Onl) icmcmbcr me )ou under^tntKl, 

It iviU be late to counsel then or praj 
Yet if you 'should forget me foi n nhilc 
Aud aftenvards remember, do not prime 
Tor if the darkness and corruption lca\c 
A vestige of the thoughts that once I had. 
Better by far you should foigct and smile 
Than that you should rememhor aud be sad 
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A.rTER DEATH 

The curtains were half drawn, the floor was swept 
And stiewn with rashes, rosemary and may 
Lay thick upon the bed on which I lay, 

Wiere through the lattice ivy shiulows ciept. 

He leaned abo^e me, thinking that I slept 
And could not hear him , but I heard him say 
* Poor child, poor child • ’ and as he turned away 
Came a deep silence, and I knew he wept 
He did not touch the shroud, or raise the fold 
That hid my face, or take my hand in his, 

Or ruffle the smooth pillows for my head 
He did not love me living, but once dead 
He pitied me , and very sweet it is 
To know he still is warm, though I am cold 
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CHRISTINA ROSSETTI 

FROM SUNSET TO STAR RISE 

Go from me, summer fiiends, and tarry not, 

I am HD summer friend^ but wintry cold, 

A silly sheep benighted from the fold, 

A sluggard with a thoin choked gaider plot 
Take counsel, sever from my lot youi lot, 

Dwell in your pleasant places, hoard your gold , 
Lest you with me should shivei on the wold, 
Athirst and hungenug on a harien spot 
Foi I have hedged me with a tliorny hedge, 

I live alone, I look to die alone 
Yet sometimes when a wind sighs through the sedge 
Ghosts of my buned years and friends come back, 
My heart goes sighing after swallows flo^vn 
On sometime summerV unretuming track 
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CHRISTINA ROSSETTI 

LOVE LIES BLEEDING 

Love that is dead and buried, yesterday 
Out of Ins grave rose up before my face , 

No lecognition in his look, no trace 
Of memory ui his eyes dust dimmed and giey 
IVhile I, reinemberuig, found no word to «av, 

But fell my quickened heart leap in its place , 
Caught aftergloiv' thrown back from long set days, 
Cauglit echoes of all music passed away 
Was this indeed to meet mind lue yet 

In joulb ■we met •when hope and love were quick, 
We paited ivitb hope dead, but lo' e alive 
I mind me how we parted then heart sick, 

Remembering, loving, hopeless, ncak to stine - 
Was this to meet ^ Not to, we ha\e not met 
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CHRISTINA ROSSETTI 

VANITY OF VANITIES 

Ah, woe is me for pleasure that is vain, 

Ah, v> oe IS me for glory that is past, 

Pleasure that bnngeth sonow at the last, 
Glory that at the last bnngeth no gain ' 

So saith the sinking heait , and so again 
It shall say till the mighty angel blast 
Is blown, making the sun and moon aghast. 
And showering dovvn the stars like sudden ram 
And evermore men shall go fearfully, 

Bending beneath their weight of heaviness , 
And ancient men shall he down weaiily, 

And strong men shall nse up m weariness 
Yea, even the young shall answer sighingly, 
Saying one to another How vain it is ’ 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OE ENGUSH SONNETS 


ALEXANDER SMITH 


Beacty sbll walketh on the earth and air . 

Oiir present sun-sets are as iich m gold 
As ere the Ihad s music was out-rolled » 

The roses of the Spnng are ever fair, 

’Mong blanches green still ring-doves coo and pair? 
And the deep sea still foams its music old , 

SO} if we are at all divinely souled, 

This beautj will unloose oui bonds of care 
Tib pleasant, when blue skies are o'ei us bending* 
iVithin old starrj gated Poesy, 

To meet a soul set to no worldly tune. 

Like thine, sneet Pnend ' Oh, dearer this to me 
Than are the dew} trees, the sun, the moon, 

Or noble mufnic with a golden ending 
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SEBASTIAN EVANS 

RELIGIO POET^ 

Hllp thou, but be not holpen If need be, 

One men what ware tbou hast worth gold, foi gold, 
And, so thj tale of ware be liuly told, 

Buy Fieedom as thou wilt, — but be thou fiee ' 

Here close thy count with man Save this to thee 
Be theie no rochoning made of bought and sold, 

But live the life God gives thee, and withhold 
Thy nobler hand from aught of earthly fee 
Stand four square to the world for praise or blame 
Deserve, but touch no guerdon Name and fame, 
Titles and useless wealth, leave thou to them 
Who can be paid thereby Such be not thou ' 

Tiue work, true love can spare the laurelled biow 
The great are gieate&t with no diadem 
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ROBERT, EARL OF LYTTON 

EVENING 

Aim- ADI c\emng ' In tbc duskiest nook 
Ofj on dubk comer, under tlic Death’s head, 

Between Iht alcjiibics, tlnust this Jegended, 

And iron-bound, and melancholy book, 

For I lull lead no longer The loud biook 

Shelves lus sharp light up shallow banks thin «piead , 
The slumbi ous w est grow s slow ly red, and red 
Up fiom the iiponed corn hersihor hook 
The moon is lifting and deliciously 
Along the warm blue hills the day declines 
The first stai biightens while she waits for me, 

And round hei swelling heart the rone grows tight 
Musing, half-sadj in her soft hair she twines 
The white rose, whispering. ‘ He will come to night • ’ 
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JAMES THOMSON 

A RECUSANT 

The Church stands there beyond the orchard blooms 
How yeainingly I gaze upon its spire ' 

Lifted mysterious through the twilight glooms, 
Dissolving in the sunset’s golden fire, 

Or dim as slender incense mom by morn 
Ascending to the blue and open 'jky 
For ever when my heart feels most foUoin 
It murmurs to me ivith a weary sigh. 

How sweet to enter m, to kneel and pray 
With all the others whom we love so well * 

All disbelief and doubt might pass away, 

All peace float to ns with its Sabbath bell 
ConsLience lephes, There is but one good lest, 
Whose head la pillowed upon Tiuths pure breast 
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JOHN LEICESTER WARREN, 

LORD DE TABLEY 

ECHOES OF HELLAS 

O CHOIR of Tempo mute these man^ years, 

0 fountain lutes of lync Hippocrene, 

On whose polluted brink no Muse is seen 
No more betv^een the gleunnng vales one hears 
Apollo’s footfall or tlie sobbing tears 
Of Daphne, budding finger-tips of gieen. 

No nymphs arc bathing with their huntress Queen 
In the waim shallows of the mountain meres 

Great Pan is dead he perished long ago 
His reedy pipes these uplands neier heard 
^Miat trembling sounds from jondei coppice come ^ 
Some lavished queen, who tells the dale her woe ^ 
Nay, since the maids Pieijan here are dumb, 

The nightingale is nothing but a bird 
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JOHN LEICESTER WARREN, 

LORD DE TABLET 

THE SAINT AND THE SUN 

I HEARD a Saint ( ry to the Sun — ^ Be dim. 

Why sbouldst thou lule on high with boastful rayj 
Till fools adore thee os the God of Da}, 

Robbing tiny master’s honoutdue to him 
But Ihe «5un-9pLritj thro’ each radiant limb 
Translucent as a living ember coal, 

Glowed At the angei of the seraph soul 
His golden orb trembled Itojh boss to run 

Then made he answer m a dove that sings, 

‘ God's glory is my glory, and my praise 
Only his praising They, who kneel to me, 

See thro' the waving of my orient wings 
A choir of stars with voices like the sea, 

Singing hosaima in the hea\en]y ways ’ 
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JOHN LEICESTER WARREN, 

LORD DE TABLET 

THE TWO OLD KINGS 

In ruling well what guerdon ? Life runs low, 

As yonder lamp upon the hour glass lies, 

Waning and wasted We are great and wise, 

But Love IS gone , and Silence seems to grow 
Along the misty road wheie we must go 
From summits neai the morning star's uprise. 

Death come*, a shadow from the northern skies, 

As, when all leaves are down, thence comes the snow 

Brotlicr and Ring, we hold our last carouse 
One loving cup we dram and then farewell 
TJie night is spent The crystal morning ray 
Calls us, as soldiers I iuieJled on our brows, 

To niaicli undaunted, while the Uaiions swell, 
Heroic heart*’, upon oui lonely way 
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WILLIAM BELL SCOTT 

THE universe void 

Revoivtns worlds, re\olving systems, yea, 
Revolving fiTinaments, nor there we end 
Systems of firmaments revolving, send 
Our thoughts acioss the Infinite astray, 

Gasping and lost and terrified, the day 
Of life, the goodly interests of home, 

Shiivellcd to nothing that unbounded dome 
Pealing still on, in blind fatality 

No rest IS there for our sonVs ivinged feet, 

She must return for shelter to her ark— 

The body, fair, frail, death bora, incomplete, 

And let her bring this truth back from the dark 
Life IS self centred, man is nature’s god 
Space, time, are but the walls of his abode 

m 
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RICHARD GARNETT 

AGE 

I wir L not rftil or grieve when torpid eld 
Frosts the slow joume^ng blood, for 1 shall see 
The lovelier leaves hang yellow on the tree, 

The nimhlei brooks m icy fetters held 
Methraks the aged eye that first beheld 
Pale Autumn in her waning pageantry, 

Then knew himsell, dear Nature, child of thee, 
Marking the common doom, that all compelled 
No kindred we to thy beloved broods, 

If, dying these, we diew a selfish breath , 

But one path travel all their multitudes, 

And none dispute the solemn voice that eaith 
‘Sun to thy setting, to your autumn, woods. 
Stream to thy sea , and man unto thy death ' ’ 
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RICHARD GARNETT 

THE TAPER 


This little light is not a little sign 
Of duteous service innocent of blame, 
Contented with obscurity till came 
Mandate that as a star her beam should sbine 
On sickness did the wait, or scnbe, or shrme, 
The law of her bene6cence the same, 
Somewhat to sundei from her fragile frame, 
Something of her O'vu being to resign 
So wasted now, that, let the lustre be 
Resummoned but once more, the fuel dies , 
Yet virtues sis adorn hei brevity. 

Singly too seldom met of mortal eyes , 
Discretion, faithfulness, frugality, 

Punty, vigilance, self sacrifice 
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WRITTEN IN MILES ‘POETS OF 
THE CENTURY” 

I SAW the youthful singeis of my day 

To sound of lutes and lyies in morning hours 
Trampling with eager feet the teeming floweis, 
Bound for Fame’s temple upon Music’s way 
A happy hand, a folk of holiday 

But some lay down and slept among the boivers 
Some turned aside to fanes of alien Powers , 
Some Death took by the hand and led atva} 

Now gathering twiliglit clouds the land with grej. 
Yet, where lost light is lit, last pilgrims go, 
Outlined m gliding shade by djmg glow, 

And fam with wear\ foititnde essay 
'Ihe list ascent The end is hid, but they 
"Who follow on m) step shall suiely know 
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THOMAS ASHE 

THE nUOOK 


DiiooKjhappj btook^tlrntgliclcstibrough m) dell 
Hint tiippest ^oft ieot ncroBS tlie mead, 
llmt, lauglniig on, ft tna?} course dost lead, 

0 er pebble beds, and iccd% and bvell 
G-o b} that colta^c nbcrc mj ]o\ e doth dvvell 
Kipple thy s^\cctGstnppIc, sing llic best 
Of melodies thou hast lull her to rest 
With such si>Get tales as thou dost love to tell 
Say, ‘ One is sitting m your wood to night, 

O maiden rare, to catch n glimpse of j on , 

A shadow deet, or but a window light. 

Shall make him glad, andtlmll his spmt througEi ’ 
Biooic, happy brook, I pray, go lingering. 

And underneath the rosy lattice sing 
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TO THBQDORB WATTS DUNTON 
^DEDICATION “TRISTRAM OP LYONESSB 
Alslt) OTHER POEMS *) 

Sphins speaks again, ant! all otir vooii are sttire^, 

Acd all oui w ule glad nastcs aflower around, 

That twice have heard keen April s cknon sound 
Since kere we fist togetlicr saw and heard 
Spiing s light tevciberatc and reiterate word 
Shine forth and speak in season Life stands ejowned 
Here with the best one thing it ever found, 

As of souls best birUtdaj'sdan'us the third 

There is a friend that as the wise man saith 
Cleaves closer than a brother not to me 

Hath time iiolsbowu, Uiiough daj^ like waves at 
strife) 

This truth more sure than all things else hut death. 
This peail most perfect found in all the sea 
That washes toward your feet these waifs of life 
ThPiiies A}inl ISS2 

M 
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ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 

A REMINISCENCE 

(PHILIP BOURKE MARSTON) 

The rose to the wind has yielded all its leaves 

Lie strewn on the graveyard grass, and all their light 
And coloui and fragrance leave om sense and sight 
Bereft as a man >\hom bittei time bei eaves 
Of blossom at onte and hope of gamered sheaves. 

Of Apiil at once and August Day to mght 
Calls waiiiTig, and life to death, and depth to height. 
And sonl upon soul of man that hears and gneve^ 

Who knows, though he see the snow-cold blossom shed, 
If hapl) the heart that burned mthin the rose, 

The spirit in sense, the life of life be dead ’ 

If haply the Hind that slays with stoimmg snows 
Be one with the wind that quickens ? Bow thine head, 
0 Soirow, and commune with thine heart who 
knows ? 
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ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 

transfiguration 

Buc half ft man’s days — and Kis days v.cre nights 

What beaits were oars .vho loved him. should wo pray 
That night woaid yield him baclt to dftiUhng day, 
Sweet death that soothes, to life that spoih and imites ? 
For now, perchance, life lovelier than the light’s 
That bhed no comfort on his weary way 
Shows him what none may dream to sec or say 
Ere yet the soul may scale those topless lieights 
Where death lies dead, and triumph Haplv there 
Already may his kmdling eyesight find 
Faces of fnends — no face tliaii his wore fair — 

And fiist among them found of all In': kind 
Milton, with crowns from Eden on Ins hair. 

And eyes that meet a hiotlm s now nob blind 
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THE LAST WORO 

So many a dream and hope that went and came» 

So many and iweet. that love thought hVe to be, 

Of hours as bright and soft as those for me 
That mode our hearts for song's sweet love the same, 
Lie now sliuck dead, that hope seems one with shame 
0 De.vth, thy name is Love we know it, and see 
The witness yet for very love’s sake we 
Can hardly bear to mix with thme his name 

Phihp, how haid it is to bid thee part 

Thou knowest, if aughtthou knowcst where now thou art; 

Of us that loved and love thee None may tell 
What none but knows — how hard it is to say 
The word that seals up sorrow, darkens day, 

And bids fare foith the soul it bids farewell 
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ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 

TO DR JOHN BROWN 

Beyond the north wind lay the land of old 

Where men dwelt blithe and blameless, clothed and 

fed 

With joy's bright raiment and with loi e’s sw eet bread, 
The whitest flock of eaith's maternal fold 
None there might ear about his brows enrolled 
A light of loveliei fame than nogs youi head, 

AVhose lovesome lovo of childien and the dead 
All men give tjianks foi I lai off behold 
A dear dead hand that ImKs us, and a light 
Ihe blithest and benignest of the night, 

The night of deaths sweet sleep, wherein may be 
\ star to sho» )our spiiit in piesent sight 
Some happier island m the EIjsian sea 
■\Vhero Rab maj lick the hand of Wnijone 
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ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 

ON THE DEATH OF ROBEBT BROWNING 

A oRACFt-Ess doom it seems that bids us grieve 
Venice and winter, hand m deadly hand, 

Have slain the lover of her snnbnght strand 
And smger of a stormbiight Christmas Eve, 

A graceless guerdon we that loved rei eive 
For all our love, from that the dearest land 
Love worshipped ever Blithe and soft and bland, 
Too fair for stoim to scathe or fire to cleave, 

Shone on our dieams and memories evermoie 
The domes, the towers., the mountains and the shoie 
That gird oi guaid thee, Venice • cold and black 
Seems now the face we loved as he of } ore 

We have given thee love — no stmt, no stay, no lack 
What gift, what gift is this tiiou hast given us bark ^ 
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JOHN ADDINGTON SYMONDS 

THE SEA CALLS 

Away, auay ' The ruiBing breezes call , 

The slack waves iipplmg at tlie smooth flat keel , 
The s^ranlike swemng of the qurcnly steel , 

The sails that flap against their masts and fail , 
rhe dip of oars in time, the musical 
Cry of the statue poised lithe gotidoliec , 

The scent of ssaweedv from the sea girt mere , 
The surge that frets on Malamouos wall , 

The solitary gun San Gioigio peels , 

The murmurous pigeons, pensioneis of St Mark . 
The deep tongues of the slender campanile’s , 

The song that fitful floats aci oss the dark: 

All <iound', all sights all scents bom of the sea, 
Veneaia call and call me back to thee ' 
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Rebuke me not' I hft\e nor wisli nor skill 
To alter one Imu a breadth m all tins house 
Of Lo^e, rising with domes so luminous 
And air-buiU galleries on life's topmost hill ' 

Only I know that fate, chance, years that kill, 

Change that transmutes, have aimed their darts at ns , 
Envying each lovely shnne and amorous 
Reeled on earth’s soil by man’s too passionate luil. 
Dread thou the moment when these glittering towers, 
These adamantine walls and gates of gems, 

Shall fade like forms of sun-forsaken cloud , 

When dulled by imperceptible chill hours, 

The golden spires of our Jerusalems 

Shall melt to mist and vanish in night’s shroud i 



^ THE GOLDEN BOOK 
iSd OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


JOHN ADDINGTON SYMONDS 


Mtisi>,G on Venice and the thooght of thee, 

Thou resolute angel, sleep o’erspicad my biaui. 
Brief solace blossomed from the root of pain, 
For in my dream thou wort at one mtJj dk' 

No longer restless hUo that clear blue sea, 

No longer lost in schemes ofsoidid gam, 

No longer unattainable by strain 
Of futile arms and fal^ Ionc’s mocheiy , 

But tianquil, witii thy laige eyes fixed on mine , 
Lome's doie wings moving on thy soul’s ab} ss , 
Thy lips half opened, and thy breast divme 
ScfiTCfi heaving with an unacknowledged bliss. 

And all the golden gloiy that is thme, 
Commanicatcd m a long close kiss 
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Njiveh, oh ne\er more shall I behold 
A sunrise on the glacier — stars of moin 
Paling in primrose round the crystal hoin , 

Soft curves of crimson inellowiiig into .gold 
O’ei sapphire chasm, and silvery snow field cold , 

Fire that o er-floods the hoii^oD , beacons borne 
From wind-woin peak to storm-swept peak foilorn , 
Clear hallelujahs through heaven’s arches rolled 
Never, oh never moie these feet shall feel 
The firm elastic tissue of upland turf, 

Oi the cusp edge of the high rocks , oi cling 
Where the embattled cliffs beneath them reel 

Through cloud-wreaths eddying like the Atlantic suif, 
Far, far above the wheeling eagle s wing 
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TO NIGHT 

THE MOTHER OF SI.BRP AND DEATH 

Oh Mother, holiest Mother, Mother Night ^ 

Thou, on thy raaible throne of ebon hue 
Hast still the eveilasting stars m view, 

The slumbering eaith and dusk hmens infinite * 
Turn thou those leiSed eyes where nevei light 
Shone rudely yet,, but dim puTpiireal bine 
Broods m the da'^n of moonbeams, on these in'o 
Dread angels folded on thy bosom white — 

Sleep and bis twin bom Death, entwined, embiaccd , 
Mingling soft breath, deep diearas dai k poppied li&ir , 
Lipi pressed to bps, and hands in hands enlaced , 
Thy children and oiir comforters, the pair 

Troin whom pool men, eat th enslaved debased, 

Find fieedoni and surmount their life s desjiau ' 
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MUJH.1 Nt \\ 1) 

At M.tirt 1 1 ' ih* I »•> ?i»M • S 1 « < il 
'I n »\*iU U|vtJ i li f r )M p «1 1 ’ f < i li H« , 

Tn Ilf tr tl«' r ni’Ti inu •' i> it 

*J }ii tr j‘ I iJ> ftf jt fh<> -It* 1 J<» »'!»}» ♦ ri)J 
«»(!* nlf’f I* ’lit 

'I (k rttutk l'< it •» *{ i{(tl aimt thtf ni« Of! ro • 
An Hijj, ( nil n ni)>h tn lu<« jnt< lit , 

An tirffnii • ali tif vnrn-J toji r^illi l)!o\t 
lUiNru%n tui ilntjH tninMo Uiroiijflj nil hit 
lithn" that nm^if Mh-nt* , mui tin ‘'int 
K nH> his lintjr ji% In ujiwnrJ n . 

Anil all thi. tflnn-ioilwl nnvU llmt niii 
Uciu Uli him m lUr Mtlh In nr In** voin*, 

AikI tn nnlo the cltw\ JicliK Itcjniti.* 
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mathilde blind 

THE DEA.D 

The dead abide with us ' Though stark and cold 
Earth seems to gnp them, they are with us still 
They have forged our chain*; of being for good or ill, 
And their invisible hands these hands yet hold 
Our perishable bodies are the mould 
Inivhidi their 'strong imperishable will — 

Mortality’s deep yeommgto fulfil— 

Hath grow IV incorpoiate through dim time untold 

Vibrations infinite of life in death. 

As a star’s travellmg light survive? its star ' 

So may we hold oui Irves, that when we aie 
The fate of those who then will draw this breath, 

Thej shall uot dmg us to their ludgment bar, 

And cui'se the hentagc which we bequeath 
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MATHILDE BLIND 

THE MOAT 

Anoinro tins lichened home of hoary peace, 
Invulnerable in its glassy moat» 

A breath of ghostly summers seems to float 
And murmur rnid the immemorial tiees 
The tender slopes where cattle broi sc at ease, 
Snell softly, like a pigeons emerald throat 
And, self oblivious, Time forgets to note 
The flight of vchet footed centimes 

The golden aun&hine, netted in the close, 

Sleeps indolently by the \ eu s slow shade , 
Still, as some relic an old Master made 
The jenelled peacock s rich enamel glons 
And on yon mossy wall that j outhful rose 
Blooms like a rose -which never means to fade 
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I^OBERT BUCHANAN 

WHEN WE ARB ALL ASLEEP 

WiTEV He returns, and finds the WoiJd so dieat — 
Ali sleeping,— young and old, unfair and fair, 
Will He stoop down and whisper in each car, 
‘Awaken '' or for pity’s sake forbear, — 

Saying, ‘ How shall I meet their fiozen stare 
Of wondei, and their eyes so full of fear ? 

How shall I comfort them m their despair, 

If they cry out, Too late ' let us sleep here” ?’ 
Perchance He will not wake us up, but when 
He sees us look so happy in our rest, 

Will rauimui, ‘ Poor dead women and dead men ^ 
Dire was then doom, and weary was their quest 
Wherefore awake th«n unto Jife again ** 

Let them sleep on untroubled — it is best ’ 
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FREDERIC W H. MTORS 

lAMQUE VALE 

Dim in the moon wjde-'welterjng Humber flowed , 
Shone the lare lights on Humber'’s reaches loir , 

And thou wert waiving, wheie one lone light glowed. 
Whose ]o\e made all my bliss, whose woe ray woe 
Borne as on Fate s o\m stream, from thme abode 
I with that tide mint journey sad and slow, 

Is that tall 6bip on Huinbe) s heaung road 
Dream for tlie night and tvilh the morning go 

Yet thro’ this lifelong dimness desolate, 

0 Love, thy star withm me fades not so. 

On that lone light I gaze, and wondering wait. 

Since life re lost, if death be ouis oi no , 

Yea, toward thee moving on the flood of bate, 
Dieam for the night, but with the mom will go 
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FREDERIC W. H. 

A CHILD OF THE AGE 

Oh for a voice that iii a siugle song 

Could quiver with the hopes and moan the fears 

And speak the speechless secret of the ycaia, 

And rise, and sink, and at the last he siiong ' 

Oh foi a tvurapet-call to stir the throng 
Of doubtful fighting men. whose eyes and ears 
Watch till a banner in the East appear, 

And the skies nog that have been still so long ' 
0 age of mine, if one could tune for thee 
A tnarching music out of this thy >voc ' 

If we could climb upon a hiU and see 
Thy gates of promise on the plain below, 

And gaze a minute on the bliss to be 
And, knowing it, be satisfied to know * 
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EDWARD DOWDEN 

THE SINGERS PLEA 

Why do I sing ^ I Lnol^ not why, my friend , 

The ancient riven, rivers of lenown, 

A royal largess to the sea roll down, 

And on those liberal highways nations send 
Their tiibutes to the world, — stored corn and wine. 
Gold dust, the wealth of pearls, and orient spar, 
And mynh, and ivoiy, and cinnabar, 

And dyes to maUe a presence-chamber shine 
But in the woodlands, where the wild flowers are, 
The Livulets, they must have their innocent will, 
Who all the summer hours are singing still , 

The birds care for them, and sometimes a star, 

And should a tired child rest beside the stream 
Sweet memories would slide into his dream 
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EDWARD DOWDEN 

COACHING, IN SCOTLAND 

Where have I been this perfect summer day, — 

Or forimght is it, since I rose from bed, 

Devomed that kippered fish, the oatmeal biead, 
And mounted to this bo\ ^ 0 bowl ai\ay. 

Swift stagers, through the dusk , I will not say 
‘Enough,’ nor caie where I haie been or be, 

Nor know one name of hill, or lake, oi lea. 

Or moor or glen ' Weie not the clouds at play 
Nameless among the hills, and fair as dreams ? 

On such a day we must io%e things, not words, 

And memory take oi leave them as they are 
On such a da> • What animagmed stxeams 
Are in the world, how many haunts of buds, 

What fields and flowers, — and what an esenmg Star * 
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EDWARD DOWDEN 

THE CASTLE 

Tire tenderest iipple touched and touched the shoie 
The tendeiest light ^as in the XPestern sky , — 

Its one soft phiaie, closing reluctontlj, 

The sea aiticnlated o'er aud o’ei 

To comfoit all tired things ; and one might poie, 

Till mere ohhvion tooh the heart and e^’e. 

On that slow-fading anibei ladiancy 
Past the long levels of the ocean-door. 

A turn, — the castle fionted me, four-squaie. 

Holding its seaward crag, ahrupl, intense 
Against the west, an apparition bold 
Of naked human mil, I stood awarej 
With sea and skj, of powers unowned of sense, 
Presences awful, lasfe, and unwmti oiled. 



the golden book 

OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


ARTHUR O’SHAUGHNESSY 

0 woiLiN, wliose familmi face I hold 
In mj most sacred thought as in a dmne, 

Who in mj memories art become divine — 
Dost thou retnembei noa those 3 ears of old, 

out of all tbme own life thou didst mould 
Ihis life and bicathe thj heart id this of mine, 
Winning, foi faith 111 that fair irork of Ihme, 

io rest and be in heaven •* — Alas, behold > 

Another woman coming after thee 
Hath, had small pity,— with a wanton kiis 
Hath quite consumed mj heart and ruined this 
The life that was Ihy v ork O Jlother, see , 

Thou hast lued all 111 lain, dune all amiss , 
Come down from heaven again, and die with me ’ 



iiip coiorN nooK R3 ^ B2 55! 
or CNGIlSIl bONNCTh CM ^ 


ANDREWS' LANG 

THE OE\SSr\ 

As one Hint foi a cnr^ space lias lain 
Lulletl bj tHt. ^ong of Cuce imtl bcr wine 
111 gardens near the pale of Rroset pine, 

IVhci e that vEiean isle forgets tlie mam. 

And onl) Uk low lutes of lo>c complain, 

And onl} &hndo\vs of wnn Ioacis pine,— 

As such an one \ eic glad lo know Iho brine 
Salt on his lips and the large air ogam, — 

So gindl), from the songs of modem speech 
Men turn and see the ^ar%, and feel the fiee 
SliTill wind bejond tlic close of heai> {lowers, 
And through tlic music of the languid hours. 
The} hear like ocean on a aesteni beach 
The surge and thunder of the Odjsse} 
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ANDREW LANG 

BION 

Lhe Tiail of Moschus on the mountains crying 
The Muses heard, and loved it long ago , 

They heaid the hollows of the hills replying, 

They heard the weeping watei's oierflow , 

They winged the sacied strain— -the song undying, 
The soDg that all about the world must go, 
When poets for a poet dead aie sighing. 

The minstrels foi a minstrel fncnd laid low. 

And dirge to dirge that answers, and the weeping 
Tor Adonais by the summer sen, 

The plaints for Ljcidas, and Th^rsis (sleeping 
Tar from ‘ the forest ground called Thes^lj — 
These hold thy memory, Bion, m their l.eeping. 
And are but eclioes of the moan for thee 
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EUGENE LEE-HAMILTON 

TWILIGHT 

A SODDEN pang contracts the heart of day. 

As fades the glory of the sunken sun 
Ihe bats replace the swaDoivs one by one. 

The cries of playing children die away 

Like one in pain, a bell b<^ms to sway , 

A few white osen, from their labour done, 

Pass ghostly through the dusk , the crone that sp«D 
Beside her door, turns lu, and all grows grey. 

And still I lie, as I all day have lam, 

Hcie in this gaiden, thinking of the time 
Before the years of helplessness and pain , 

Or playing with the fiinges of aihyme, 

Until the yellow moon, amid her train 
Of throbbing stars, appears o’er yonder lime 
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EUGENE LEE-HAMILTON 

SUNKEN GOLD 

dim gieen depths rot ingot laden ships. 

While gold doubloons, that from the drownedhand fell, 

Lie nestled in tlie ocean flower’s bell 

V^ith Love’s old gifts, once kissed by lung droivned bps, 

And round some wrought gold cup the sea glass whips 
And hides lost peails, near peails still m then shell, 
Where sea weed forests fill each ocean dell. 

And seek dim sunlight with their restless tips 

So lie the wasted gifts, the long lo''t hopes, 

Beneath the now hushed surface of m/self, 

In lonelier depths than where the diver gropes 

They lie deep, deep , but 1 at times behold 
In aoubtful glimpses, on some icefy shelf, 

The gleam of irrecoverable gold 
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MIMMA BELLA 

’Tis Cbiistma?, and we ga/e wjDi dovvnbcnthcad 
On something tlmt the post ha-s biovight too late 
To reach thee, through the narrow gate, 

Fiovn one who did not know that thou art dead, 

A pictuie book, to piny w)th on thy bed, 

And we, who should ha\e heard thee laugh and pute 
So busily, sit hcie at war wlh late, 

And tuin the pages silently instead 

0 that I knew thee playing 'neath Gods eyes, 

With the small souls of all the dewy flowors 

That strewed thy grave, and died at Autumn’s breath , 

Or with the phantom of the doll tliat lies 
Beside thee foi Eternity s long horns. 

In the dim nursery that men coll Death * 
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MIMMA BELLA 

We searcK the daikness from the villa’s height, 
Guessing where cupola and dome and spire 
Of Floience he, till ejes begin to tire 
Mid the illusive shadows of the night 

Then suddenly there sparkles into sight 
A mighty dome, rimmed roiuid lu points of file, 
Its segments outlined as by glowing wire , 

And faiTV towers follow, fiery bright 

An evanescent city built of stars, 

The fair illumination of an hour. 

Bom of the night, and quenched before the dawn 

Like the "blight dream on Lifes hoiizon "bais 
Ihat held us for a moment in its power, 

Eic Death s dmU cm tain over it was drawn 
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DAVID M MAIN 

TO A rAVOUunp fvbning nniiLAT 

0 n wiM bill '‘Uic, that hast hcoii n poivcr 
Nol Jess lhaii hooJ s^ jifunUr iJnn pmthtrs art. 
To heal i\\\ x^onmkHl spirit, mvl ui) heart 
Uctuno to gcnlk UiougliU, thnl )jmir on hour 
■Must lungmsh in the tiU, like n Hoatr 
In oa)M<lc elnsti on Uio mnrt 
Wtj squander for souitgold our belter part 
rrom morn tdl cie, m fiost, and sun, and sbo«cr’ 
soul bleaks into singing as I liastc, 

Di}’s laboui ended, towntds tb} sjhan <;httnQ 
Of rustling bc(.cb, Imw thorn, and eglantine , 

And, wandenng in th) sliade, I drcnui of thee 
As of green pastures ’mid the desert unste, 

Wells of sweet Mater m tlic bitter sea 
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Be it not mine to steal the cultured flower 
Biom any garden of the iich and great, 

Nor seek with care, through many a weary hour, 
Some novel form of wonder to create 
Enough for me the leafy woods to ^o^ e, 

And gather simple cups of morning dew, 

Or, in the fields and meadous that I love, 

Find beauty in their bells of every hue 
Thus round my cottage floats a fragrant an. 

And though the lustic plot be humbly laid, 
Yet, like the lilies gi owing there, 

I ha%e not toiled, but take nhat God has made 
IVIj Lord Ambition passed, and smiled in scorn 
I plucked ft lose, and, lo ' it had no thorn 
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DAVID M MAIN 

TO A rAYOUniTE EVENING RETREAT 

0 io\iT> iviid bj]l side, thrtt bnst been n power 
Not Jos'S thnn booKs, gimter than prenclicrs firt, 
To lieal m) ^voulHle^^ <ipmt, and heart 
Rctunc to gentle Uioughts, that hour on hour 
JIu'st langiush m the cil^, like a flouor 
In «a^»tdc dust, while on the Mifgm mart 
We sq^uauder for scant gold oui better part 
Tiom morn till eve, in fio^ and sun, and shower 
Mj ‘soul bleaks into stiigmg os I haste, 

Daj’s laboui ended, towaids tliy s)han shrine 
Of iiisthng beech, haw thorn, and eglantine , 

And, wandering in thj shade, I dream of thee 
As of green pastures ’mid the desert waste, 

Wells of sireet water in tlie bitter sea 
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Be ti not mine to steal the cultured fioirer 
from any garden of tlie ijcli aud great, 

Nor seek with care, through many a weary hour, 
Some novel form of wondcc to create 
Enough for me the leafy woods to rove, 

And gather simple cups of monimg dew, 

Or, in the fields and zaeodowv that I lo\c, 

■Find heauty id their bells of every hue 
Thus round my cottage floats a fragrant air, 

And though the cusitc plot be hornbly laid, 

1 et, lifee the IjJies gladly gi owing there, 

I have nut toiled, but take wbat God has aiaxle 
^y tord Ambition passed, and smiled in scorn 
1 plucked a lose, and, lo ' it tad no thorn 

m 
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PHILIP BOURKE MARSTON 

NOT THOU BUT I 

Ii must have been foi one of us, own, 

To drink this cup and eat this bitter biead 
Had not my tears upon thy face been shed. 

Thy tears had dropped on mine , if I alone 
Did not walk now, thy spirit would have known 
My loneliness , and diJ my feet not tread 
This we&vj path and steep, thy feet had bled 
For mine, and thy mouth had for mine made moan 

And BO It comforts me, yea, not in vain, 

To think of thine eternity of sleep , 

To know thme eyes aie teailess though mine weep 
And Hhen this cup'’i» la^t bitterness I dram, 

One thought shall still its puma! sweetness keep, — 
Thou hadst the peace and 1 the undying pain 
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PHILIP BOURKE MARSTON 

first and last kiss 

Thy lips aie quiet, and thine eyes aie still , 

Cold, coloiless, and sad thy placid face , 

Thy foim has only now the statues grace , 

My words wake not thy voice, noi can they fill 
Ihine eyes with light Before fate's mightv will, 
Our wills must bow , vet foi a little space, 

1 5it with thee and death, in this lone piece, 

And hold thy hands that are so white and chill 

I always loved thee, though thou didst not know , 
Bat well he knew whose wedded love thou weit 
Now thou ait dead, I may raise up the fold 
That hides thy face, and, oer thee bending low, 

Foi the first tune and last bcfoic we part, 

Kiss the cuned lips — calm, beautiful, and cold 
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PHIUP BOURKE MARSTON 

A DREAM 

Hfrf, where last night she came, — even she, foe uhom 
I would so gladl) li\o, or lie down dead, — 

Came in the likeness of a Dieam, and said 

Such woida as Ihnllod this desolate ghost thioiige^ 
loom, 

I sit alone now, in the absolute gloom 
Ah, surely on her breast was leaned my head ' 

Ah, surely on my mouth her kiss was shed, 

And all my life broke into ^cent and bloom 

Giie thanks, heait, foi thy rootless floner of bliss , 

Not think the gods severe, though thus they seem-- 

Though thou hast much to bear and much to mi^s — 
Whilst thou, thiough nights and days to be. canst 
deem 

One thing, and that thing leritably this, 

Imperishable, — the memory of a Dream 
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PHILIP BOURKE MARSTON 

MY LIF£ 

To me iri} hfc seems as a luQnled house, 
^hiitro^saud passages whereof ore dumb , 

Up whose dcca>jng stair no footsteps come , 

To, lli:s the halt hnng vith sere laurel boughs, 
Where loiig^eais back caioo sectors to carouse 
But none of all that compnnj went home , 

Tor icavco thsir lips bad (jiwffed the br)gbt wines 

foam, 

When sudden Beath hcoke dank upon tbeir brow’s 

Here m tins lonely, rumed bouse I dwell, 

U'^hile unseen dugers toll the chapel bell , 

Sometitqea the atros rustles, and I eee 
A half seiled figure through the twilight steal. 
Which, when T follow, paused' suddenly 
Before the door whereon is set a scab 
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EDWARD GRACROFT LEFROY 

LIFE 

White sails that on the hori/on flash and flee, 
A moment glinting nhere the sun has shone , 
White billows foi a moment nding free. 

Then gulfed in otbci wa-ves that follow on. 
White buds that hurry post so rapidly, 
Albeit no sight more bright to look upon , 
Like jou our little hfe — ue aie as — 

A moment sighted, in a moment gone 
Yet not m vain, oh, not m vain, "ive live, 

If we too catch the sunlight in the an, 

And signal back the beauty eie we sink 
In that dark hollow inen call death, and give 
To saddened souls that watch us on the brink 
A gleam of glory, irxnsient but laii 
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EDWARD GRACROFT LEFROY 
IN THE CLOISTERS 
WINCHESTER COLLEGE 

1 WALKED to day where Past and Present meet, 

In that grey cloister eloquent of years, 

Which evei giowelK old, yet ever heaia 
The same glad echo of imaging feet 
Only from brass and stone some quaint conceit, 
The monument of long-forgotten tears, 

Whispers of vanished lives, of spent carecis, 

And hearts that, beating once, ha\e ceased to beat 
And as I walked, I beard the boys who played 
Beyond the quiet precmcl and I said — 

‘ Efow biuad the gulf which doKing Time has made 
Between those happy living and these dead ’ 

And, loj I spied agtsie new-garlanded, 

And on the nail a boyish fac«e tliat prayed 
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EDWARD CRAGROFT LEFROY 

A CRICKET BOWLER 

Tuo mmutes’ rest till the nest man goes m ' 

The tired arras lie with every smew slack 
On the moiin grass Unbent the supple back, 

And clboiss apt to make the leather spin 
Up the slow bat and round the uowar) shin, — ■ 

In knavish hands a most unkindly knack , 

But no guile 'shelters uuder this hoy’s black 
Cnsp liair, frank eyes, and honest English skin 
Two minutes only Conscious of a name, 

The new man plants his weapon with profound 
hong practi'.ed skill that no mere tnck may scare 

Not lotli, the rested lad resumes the game 
The Hung bill tales one madding tortuous bound, 
And the mid sluiap lliree aomeiaaults m air 
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FRANCIS THOMPSON 

AD AMICAM I 

Bear Dove, tliat beai'st to in_y sole-labouring aib 
The olive-bianch of so long wished rest, 

When the white solace ghriimers through my dark 
Of neaung wings, what coinfoit m my breast’ 

Oh, may that doubted day not come, not come. 

When you shall fail, my heavenly messenger, 

And drift into the distance and the doom 
01 all niy impermissible things that were' 

Rather than so, now make the sad fareviel), 

Which yet may be with not too pained pain 
Lest I again the acquainted tale should tell 
Of sharpest loss that pays for shortest gam 

Ah, if my heart should hear no white wings thiill 
Against its waiting window, open still’ 
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PRANCIS THOMPSON 

ad AMiCAM n 

When from the bbssoms of tbe noiseful day 
Unto the luve of sleep and Imsbed gloom 
Throng the dim Ringed dreams; — what dreams are fhev 
That \\ ith the wildest honey hover home ? 

Oh, they that have from monj thonsand thoughts 
Stolen the stiange sweet of ever blossomy you, 

A thousaod fancies m fajr*colouted Inote 
Which you aie iu«\hausted uieadow to 
Ah, what shaip heathery honey, quick with pion, 

Do they bring home ' It Iwlds the night awake 
To hear tiieir ]o\ el) murmur tn m> brain , 

Atid Sleep’s wings base o tioublc for your sake 
Daj and )ou dawn ti^ther for, fit end. 

With the first light bteaks the first thought— 

‘ fncitid ' ’ 
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DBSIDBRIUM INDBSIDERATUM 

0 GAIN that lurk’st ungajned m aU gam • 

0 l6\e we just fall shuit of in all love • 

0 heiglit that in all heights art still above* 

O beauty that dost leave all beauty pain * 

Tliou unpossessed that mak’st possession vaiW) 

See these strained arms which fnght the simple aiij 
And say what ultimate fairness holds thee. Fair* 
Tliey girdle Heavtn, and girdle Heaven in vain. 
The) shut, and lo • but shut in their unrest 
Theieat a voice in me that voiceless was 
* Whom seekest thou through the uuraarged arcane, 
And not discern’si to thine own bosom piest ^ 

I looked My clasped turns athnait my breast 
Framed the august embraces of the Cro5>s 
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armistice 

Thom the broad summit of the furrowed wold 
The oxen, resting, with quiet eyes — 

Through the swart shining hide’s obscurities 
Shoii-!, shaiply hewn, the gaunt frame’s massive mould, 
Wide spread the Korns m branching outlines bold— 
Solemn they stand beneath the brooding skies, 
Impassive, gravp, as guardian deities 
Carved on some atone sarcophagus of old 

Proud ’neath the yohe bends cverv stately head , 

TOal tW the burden drag, the goad sting gall. 
Rest IS Earth’s recompense for each and all. 

Ours, as for these mule thralls of Uwling teea , 
Emblems of labour immemorial, 

The dignity of toil incarnated- 
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KOSAMUND MARRIOTT WATSON 

ILLUSIONS 

'Ihey say our best illusions soonest ily — 

Bright, manj tinted birdt on rainbow ning, 
AdoMTi the dim dawn valleys \flnislnng 
Long ere oui noon be white upon the sky 
Nay, never so, in sooth , oui'selvcs go hy» 

Leaving the sun that shines, the birds tliat sing* 
Iho hazj, golden glamours of the Spring, 

The summer dawning s clear obscurity 

O woven soiceries of sun and shade ’ 

O bare brown Downs by grasslands glad and gieen’ 
Deep, haunted woods, with shadows thick between. 
Young leaves, with every yeai newborn, remade, 
Fail are ye still, and lair have ever been — 

While we, ephemera, but fail and fade 
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to-day 

Clasp close my hand , this little space is ours, 
This safe green shore between two bitter seas, 

A nanow meadow land of love and ease, 

Made musical with birds and fair with flowers 
For all the fragiance of the rose hung bowers, 

For all the sheltei of the dusky trees. 

We thank thee, Fortune ' Vea, upon our knees 
With tears we piaise thee for these perfect hours 

Look not where Yesterday's dull current ]a\es 
The misty sea-boaid of our landing place — 
Cla'ip close ra) hand, and tmn to me thy face, 
Before we tempt To morrow's tossing waxes 
Forget, m this dear moment's cei tain grace, 

That Time and Fate pi ess on — and hold us slaxes 
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TO NIGHT 

Alas ' my heart shrmlcs chill before To night , 

The buds keep silence noir» the air is grey 
And salt with leaping foam of Yesterday, 

Lashed into fury with the shnll m ind's flight 
To-day hath shrunk too narrow for delight 
1 o morrow s billows raven for their prey , 
Through gatheiing dusk, low gleaming on its wajj 
The rolling tide advances, wild and white 

Thy mournful face is fading fiom my sight, 

Though stiU thy hand chugs steadfastly iti mine 
The dawn, draws near to bid us both resign 
Oui storm worn shallop to the tide waves might 
Yet this, a little nbrle, was mine and thine — 

One gictn >int. garland plucked in Fates despite 
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HEREAFTER 

Shall we not weary in the windless days 
Hereafter, for the murmui of tlie sea, 

The cool salt air acioss some grassy lea? 

Shall we not go bewildered through a maze 
Of stately streets with gliltenng gems ablaze, 
Forlorn amid the pearl and ivory. 

Straining our eyes beyond the bourne to see 
Pliantoms from out Tifc s dear, forsaken ways ? 

Give us again the ciavy clay-built nest, 

Summei, and soft unseasonable spring, 

Our flowcis to pluck, oui hioken songs to sing, 
Our fairy gold of evening in the West, 

Still to the land we ]o\e oui longings cimg, 
The sw eet, > am w orld of turmoil and unrest 
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Or God not listen, licnnng ?—Lord, hoH long? 
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COLERIDGE 


I SEE thee pine like her in goHen story 

WI1O5 lu her pnson, woke and saw. one day. 

The gates thiown open — saw the sunbeams play, 
With only a weh ’tween her and suramei’s glory , 
Who, when that web — so frail, so transitory, 

It broke before her breath — had fallen a«oy, 

Saw other webs and otheis rise for aye 
Which kept her prisoned till her hair was hoary 

Those songs half sung that yet were all-divine — 
That woke Romance, the queen, to reign afresh — 
Had been but preludes from that lyre of thine, 

Could thy rare spirit’s wings ha^e pieiced the raeih 
Spun by the wizard wlio cDmpels the flesh, 

But lets the poet see how heav’u can shine. 
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A TALK ON WATERLOO BRIDGE 
THE LAST SIGHT OF GEORGE BORROW 

We talked of ‘ Children of the Open Air,’ 

"Who once on hill and valley lived aloof, 
lioving tlie sun, the wind, the sweet reproof 
Of istorms, and all that makes the fair earth fair? 

Till, on a day, acioss the mystic bar 
Of moonnse, came the * Children of the Roof, 
"Wholind no balm ’neath evening's rosiest woof, 

Nor dews of peace beneath the Morning Star 
We looked o’er London, where men wither and choke, 
Roofed in, poor souls, renouncing stars and skies. 

And lore of broods and wild wind prophecies, 

Yea, every voice that to their fathers spoke 
And sweet it sceincd to die ere bricks and smoke 
Leave never a meadon outside Paiadise 



194 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
or ENGLISH SONNETS 


THEODORE WATTS-DUNTON 

A DREAM 

Benlath the Io\ cheat dream there coils a fear 
Bast mglit came she whose ejes are memories now , 
Her far off garc seemed all forgetful Jiow 
Lo\c dimmed them once, so calm they shone and clear. 
‘Sorrow,’ I said, * has mode me old, my dear , 

Tis I, indeed, but grief win change the brow 
Beneath my load a setapb's neck might bow, 

Vigils like mine would blanch an angel’s hair’ 

Oh, then I saw, I saw the sweet lips moie ' 

I saw the love mists thickening m her eyes— 

I heaid a sound os if a murmuring dove 
Pelt lonely jn the dells of Paradise, 

But when upon my neck she fell, my love. 

Her hair smelt sweet of whin and woodland spice 
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THEODORE WATTS-DUNTON 

NATURA maligna 

The Lady of the Hills with crimes untold 
Followed my feet with azure eyes of prey , 

By glaciei -brink she stood^ — by cataract spiay^ 

When mists iv ere dire, or avalanche-echoes rolled 
At night she glimmered in the death-wind cold, 

And if a footprint shone at break of day. 

My flesh would q^uail, but straight my soul would wy 
“ Tis here whose hand God’s mightier hand doth hold 
I trod hei snow bridge, for the moon was bright, 

Het icicle-arch across the sheer crevasse, 

When lo, she stood ' . God made her let me pass, 
Then felled the budge' Oh, theie in sallow light, 

There down tlie chasm, I saw hrr cruel, white, 

And all my wondious days os in a glass 
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NATURA BENIGNA 

What power is this ? what witcheiy wins my feet 
To peaks so sheer they scorn Lhe cloaking snow, 

All silent as the emerald gulfs below, 

Down whose ice- walls the mngs of twilight beatP 
What thrill of earth and heaven~~*inost wild, most 
sneet — 

\Vhat answering pulse that all the senses know, 

Comes leaping from the ruddy eastern gloi^^ 

Wlieie, far away, the skies and mounluiiis meet ^ 
Ifother, ’fas I reborn * I knoir thee well : 

That throb I know and all it prophesies, 

0 jVIother and Queen, beneatli the olden spell 
Of Silence, gazing fiom thy hills and skies ^ 

Dumb Mothet. struggling with the jeais to tell 
The secret at thy heart through helpless eyes. 
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THE WOOD HAUNTERS DREAM 

The mid things loved me, but a wood sjinte said 
‘Though meads aie sweet when dowers at morn 
uncurl, 

And woods are sneet with nightingale and merle, 
Where aie the dreams that flushed thy childish bed ’ 
The Spirit of the Rainbow thou wouldst ii ed ^ ’ 

I rose, I found her — found a raiD-dienched girl 
Whose eyas of azure and limbs like roseate pearl 
Coloured the rain above hor golden head 

But when I stood by that sweet vision’s side, 

I saw no more the Bambou’s lovely stains , 

To her by whom tbe glowing heavens were dyed 

The sun showed naught but dripping woods and 
plains 

‘ God gives tbe iiorld ilie Rainboiv, her the rmns,’ 
The wood sprite laughed ‘ our seeker finds a bride ’ 
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ST. VALENTINE’S DAY 

To-day, nil day, I rode upon the down. 

With hounds and horsemen, a brave company. 

On this side m its gloiy lay the sea, 

On that the Susses weald, a sea of brown. 

The wind was light, and bnghtly the .«nn shone. 
And still we galloped on from gorse to goise 
And once, when checked, a thi ush sang, and my hoi 
Pricked his quick ears as to a sound unknown 
I knew the Spring ivas come. I knew it even 
Better than all by this, that thiough my chase 
In bush and stone and hill and sea and heaven 
I seemed to see and follow still yoiu face. 

Youi face my quany was Foi it I lode, 

My hoxse a thing of wings, myself a god 
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WILFRID SCAWEN BLUNT 

FAREWELL TO JULIET 

Fabewell, then It is. finished I forego 
With this all right in you, even that of tears 
If I have spoken hardly, it v ill show 
How much I loved you Witli yon disappears 
A glory, a romance of many jeai^ 

What you may be henceforth I will not knon. 
The phantom ofy our presence on my fears 
Is impotent at length for weal or woe 
Your past, your present, all alike must fade 
In a new land of dreams, where love is not 
Then kiss me and farewell The choice is made, 
And e shall live to see the past forgot, 

If not forgiven See, I came to curse, 

Yet stay to bless I know not which is worse. 
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ON THE SHORTNESS OF TIME 

If I could live wtbout the thought of Death, 
-Torgetful of Time’s vasle, the sour$ decay, 

I ivould not asL foi other joy than breath 
With light and sound of birds and the sun's ray. 

I could sit on untioubled day by day 

Watching the grass glow, and tlie wild flowers range 

From blue to yellow and from red to giey 

In natural sequence as the seasons change 

I could nfiord to vrait, but foi the hurt 

Of this dull tick of time which chides my car 

But now I dare not sit with loins ungirt 

And staff unlifted, for Death stands too near 

I must be up and doing — ay, each mmutc 

The grave gives time foi rest nlieii ive an# lu it 
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THE SUBLIME 

To stand upon a -windy pinnacle. 

Beneath the infinite blue of the blue noon, 

And underfoot a valley terrible 
As that dnn gulf, -where sense and being swoon 
When the soul parts , a giant valley streuU 
With giant rocks , asleep, and -^ast, and stdl, 

And far away The torrent, which has heirn 
His pathway through tlie entrails of the hiU, 

Now crawls along tlie bottom and anon 
Lifts up his voice, a muffled tremulous roar. 

Borne on the wind an instant, and then gone 
Back to the eaieras of the middle air, 

A voice as of 8 nation overthrown 

With beat of drums, when hostb have marched to -irar. 
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THE SAME CONTINUED 

Clotchag llie "blink i;ith kan^s and feet and knees, 
With trembling heart, and eyes gro\ra stiangely dim, 
A part thjself and parcel of the frieze 
Of that colossal temple raised to Time, 

To gaze on horror, till, as in a crime, 

Thou and the rocks become accomplices 
^he e IS no voice, no life, 'twixt tlice and thiJni 
No life ' Yet, look, far dovm upon the bieeze 
Something has passed across the bosom bore 
Of thy red locks, a leaf, a shape, a shade 
A Jiving shadow ' A), aboie thee tliere, 

Weaving majestic circl(?s overhead, 

OtheTo are walcbing — ^This is the sublime 
To be alone, with eagles in the air 
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DON QUIXOTE 

Behind tlij' pastttboaid, on tb> battered back, 
Thy lean cheek <itiiped vilb plaster to and fio, 
Thy long spear le\ellcd at the unseen foe, 

And doubtful Saucho trudging at thy bac)»., 

Thou wert a 6gure strange enough, good lack ' 
To make niseacrcdom, boUi high and lov. 

Rub pui blind eyes, and (having n atched thee go) 
Dispatch its Dogbeirys upon thy track 
Alas' poor Knight* Alas* poor soul possest • 
Yet would to day, when Courtesy glows chill, 
And life s fine loyalties are turned to jest, 

Some file of thine might bum within us stiU ' 

Ah, would but one might lay his lance in rest 
And charge in enmest—- weie it but a mill ' 
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THE PARADOX OF CREATION 

A SPECK Within a boundless Universe 
His home, and he an atom on that speck, 

The slave of t} rant forces that coerce 
His will, and all his aspirations check , 

And jet a being made to dominate 
The world of sense by mind’s contiolhng power 
Spoiled favouiite at once and sport of fate, 

Time’s fool indeed, yet its consummate flower • 
Alone did Natuie to his soul impart 
A spai k of hei divinest energy, 

Po«er to create the wondrous woild of art, 

And gaie, in giMiig thought, her mastei key . 

So great and yet so little ' blessed and cursed — 
Nature’s most noble offspring — yet her worst ' 
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AD DANTEM 

To thee, my master, thee, my shining one, 
Whose solitaiy face, Muraovable, 

Burning athwart the midmost glooms of KcU, 
Calls up stern shadows of the things undone,— 
To thee, immortal, shining like the sun 
In the blue heart of Heaven's clcaiest bell, 
Cltrcileci nrti raa'ianccs inei?kbJe,— 

These pale sad floivcrs I bring, — how hardly m 
From this grey night of modem lovelcssnees. 
Haw hardly and how wearily God knoivs • 
These at thy feet I lay, whose hues conless 
Thy mighty shade, so haply they may shine 
With some pale reflex of that light divine 
Which iipples round thine own supernal iost». 
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THE SANCTUARY LAMPS 

Si viiN lamps of gold llie spint's sanctuary 
Illume, Hope, Justice, Tempeiuiice, Fortitude, 
Faith, Piudence, Chanty, ivhicb, when imbued 
With oil of Grace, bum bright and clear and free 
And with their shining ovei land and sea, 

Startle the fiends of fancies food and lewd 
And hold thy fane unharrowed of their feud, 

0 soul, for thy Lord’s coming unto thee. 

—Who this Loid IS, none knowelh This one saith. 
Ills name is Life, and that, Ins name Death 
Some say he bears a palm and some a sword 
This only know we, be he who he will, 

My soul, thy lamps behoveth thee hold still 
Bnght-bummg, ’gainst the coming of thy Lord 
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THE LAST OF THE GODS 

Of all the Gods, for Love my lieart is sore, 

For Love, that ivas 30 frank and fair n thing, 
That had so vague and sweet a voice to sing 
To our tiled sense Since to the unknown shore, 
With all his glamour-), he is gone before, 

How shall the world again be glad in Spnngj 
How shall the earth again with hlossoroing 
Be clad or have delight of Summer more ? 

And yet, and yet, sad heart, be comforted 
Love, of a truth, is not for evei dead , 

He sleepeth but foi weariness of woe 
And sheer despite of this our world of show 
And yet will lift again his lovesowie head 
And take again hib anows and his bow 
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THE HONEYSUCKLE 

The honeysuckle clambers everywhere 
Anil in the quickset hedges left and light 
Runs, with its scrolls of gold and red and white 
Broidermg the rugged thorn, which, now though baie, 
But jesterday with flagrant bloom was fair 
Like some sweet thought, too vagrant and too slight 
To scfTC, too vugac io /ollow in its Aght, 

Its bieath of cream and almonds bnuis Lhe air. 
—With soft caressing clasp it seems the thorn 
To solace for its loss of flower and scent, 

Its bygone blossom gloiies of the May, 

As some kind humble love the soul forlorn 
Heals of the heailbrcal» of a desolate day 
And the repmc of Possjon’s ravishment 
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ULTIMA RATIO 

Fob this I thank the FateSj iist e^se have been 
Stepmothers frowning-faced to me and stern, 

That they have granted me my bi ead to earn 
On freeman fashion, hands and spirit clean 
Vouchsafing toe from sordid strife and mean 
To hold and base compliances to spuin, 

That stain the s<?4d, and feJiotrahips that hum 
Their biand indelible on mind and micu 
So, back on life, now drawing to its goal, 

Spite darksome days and sorron stricken nights, 
Content I look, that never have forsaid 
My faith, but for the flowerage of my soul 
Have forced the unwilling world to yield xne breads 
If scanty, sweet, being gotten on the heights 
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THE END OF THE yEON 

Thl: end of the old order draweth Digh , 

The ail is thick ^uth signs of coming change , 
FoiebodiDgs %ague thiough all men’s fancies range, 
Dim clouds of doubt, that overcast the sky, 

And mists of fear, that dat ken every eye 
In hut and hall, m town and toiver and grange. 
Men’s souls aie sick with visions void ond stiange, 
Delirious di earns of those about to die 
No faith there as but is a phantom giown 
Of It* old self, the Gods by doubt and Fate 
Are fiozen back to shapes of senseless stoue 
All eyes are fixed upon the Future’s gate, 

For that which is to be, and all things wait 
lo hall the coming of tlie Gods unknown 
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AMIEL 

hoVE wandem ’mid the loftiest heigtts of Thouglitj 
Tiled watcber for the Dawu that brings the Light? 
Whose spiTitj in rapt vision, ever sought 
To View the shadowy realm beyond our sight? 

The powers eternal and tlie Infinite, — 

Say, was tliy quest in vam ? Was it for nought 
To gainer truth thou labour <lst thro' the night, 
Thj life unfiuitful and thy work unwrought’ 

Nay, not in vain, — if Hope, and Joy, and Lo\ e, 
Togethei watched thy journey on the way , 

Oh, not in lain, — if voice, from above. 

Catling thee onward, led thee day by day 
Hi-i hfe atone is vain who never strove, — 

Not theirs who for the Tiuth still watch and pray 
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SAMUEL WADDINGTON 

IN THE WOODS OF SWEET CHESTNUT 

Where still Varenna wears her express crown 
At eve amid tlie chestnut-woods I lay. 

The twilight lingered with the little town, 

Then round by Cadeitabbia stole away 
The dim woods daikened at tbe set of day 
Yet where the forest shadows, lowering frown 
Liko fairies with their lamps the fire flies stray, 
Lighting their lanterns as the sun goes down 

There in the dusk, m silence resting there, 

Was it a Spirit Voice I heard declare-— 

Some Pixy of the Woods that stopped to say — 
‘Eternal aie the skies and infinite , 

Eternal ore the stars that shine so blight. 

But here a little while the fire flies play ’ 
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KUMA-N 

Across the tiflcklcss skjcs tliou may’st not wander, 
Tliou may’st not tiead the infinite beyond , 

In peace posses'! thy soul, leficct and ponder. 

Fail buef thv ga'’e, tho’ Nature's magic wand 
Light up an universe, and bid tlicc wonder ' 

What though beyond the sea there may be land 
Where giows the vine, where blooms the oleander, 
Wnerc veidurc gleams amid the desert sanS,— 
Yetiiotfoi thee those foreign, fcitile spaces, 
Remote, unseen, unknown, though known to be ' 
Thy home is here, and here bclovtd faces 
Make sweet and fair the home and heart of tliee , 
Thy home is here, and here thy heait emhiaces 
Life’s joy and hope, love, truth, and libeity ' 
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■FItOM NIGHT TO NIGHT' 

Erdm night to night, thiougli circling darkness whirled, 
Lay dawns, and wanes, and stiil Jeaves, ns befoie, 
Ihe shifting tides and the etenwl shore 
Sources of life, and forces of the world, 

Cfnseen, unknown, m folds of mystery furled, 

Unseen, unknown, remain for eviamure — 

To lieaven hid heights man’s questioning soul Mould 
soai, 

Yet falls ftom darkness unto darkness bulled • 

Angels of light, yc spiiits of the an, 

Peopling ofyoic the dxeaminnd of our youth, 

Ye V ho once led us through those scenes so fiUi , 

Lead non mid leaic us neat the realm of Iiutli 
I>o, if m dieams some truths we chanced to see. 

Now in the ti uth some dreams may imply he 
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SOUL AND BODY 

Wheb-r wert. thou, Soul, ^re yet my body bore 
Recflme thy dwelling place? Didst thou od earth, 
Or m the clouds, await this body's birth ? 

Qr hj what chance upon tlial winter’s morn 

Didst thou this body find, a babe forlorn ? 

Didst thou in sorrow enter, or in mirth ^ 

Or for a jest, peichance, to try its worth 

Thou tookest flesh, ne'er from it to be tom ? 

Nay, Soul, I will not mocL thee , well I know 
Thou wert not on the earth, nor m the shy , 

For With my body's growth thou loo didst grow , 

But with that body’s death wilt thou too die? 

I know not, and thou canst not tell me, so 
In doubt we’ll go Wgetliei— thou and I 

m 
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SAMUEL WADDINGTON 

THE DEARTH OF SONG 

The darkness deepens on the dim lit shore, 

The mountains hide their glory in the shade , 
The notes we loved are mute, and nevermore 
Pipe the glad voices thro’ the forest glade 
The pall of Silence on the eartli js laid , 

Nor longer do we hear the Songs of yore , 

We list no caiollmg of man or maid 
Yet shall some futuio day our joy restore 

Soon, soon the Night shall pass, and on the wing 
The lark soar upwaid thro the golden oir , 
Soun shall the throstle and the iiia\ is sing, 
Waibling then love notes fiom each leafy lair 
And nhile amid the pines the liglit winds sigh, 
Spirit of Poesy ' thou shalt not die 
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ERNEST MYERS 

THE BANQUET 

Now, as when sometime with high festival 
A conquering king new realms inaugurates. 

The souls of men go up within the gates 
Of their new made mysterious palace hall 
And on their ears in buists of triumph fall 
Marches of mighty music, while below, 

In carven cups with far sought gems aglo'v, 

And lamped by shapes ol splendour on the wall, 

The new wine of Man'’s kingdom flashes free 

Yet some among the wonders wondering there 

Sit desolate, and slniermg inwardly 

Lack vet some love to make the stiange thing fair, 

Yea, to their sad selves rather seem to be 

Sheep from the sheepfold strayed they know not where 
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MILTON 

He left the upland lawns and serene air 
Wherefrom his soul her noble nurture drew. 

And reared his helm among the unquiet crew 
Battling beneath , the morning ladjance rare 
Of hi5 young brow amid the tumult there 
Grew glim with sulphurous dust and sanguine dew , 
Yet through all soilure they who marked him knew 
The sign of his life’s davspnng, calm and fair 
But Mhen peace came, peace fouler fai than nar, 
And mirth more dissonant than battles tone, 

HGj with a scornful sigh of that clear soul. 

Back to his mountain clorob, now bleak and frore. 
And with the awful Night be dwelt alone, 
lu darknesjs, hsteniug U> the thunder s roll. 
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ROBERT BRIDGES 

Whili, yet we wait for spring? and from the dry 
And blackening east that so embitters March? 

Well housed must watch grey fields and meadows parch, 
And driven dust and withering snowflake fiy , 

Already in glimpses of the tarmsh’d sky 
The BUn is warm and beckons to the larch, 

And where the covert hazels inteiaich 
Their tassell'd twigs, fan beds of primrose he 

Beneath the cusp and wintry carpet hid 
A million buds but stay their blossoming , 

And trustful birds have built their nests amid 
The shuddering boughs, and only wait to sing 
Till one soft shower from the south shall bid, 

And hither tempt the pilgrim steps of spring. 
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Wherf San Miniato’s convent from the sun 
At forenoon overlooks the city of flowers 
I sat, and gazing on her domes and towers 
Call’d up her famous children one by one : 

And three who all the rest had far outdone, 
Mild Giotto first, who stole the morning hours, 
I saw, and god-like Buonarroti's powers, 

And Dante, gravest poet, her mucli-wrong’d son 

Is all this glory, I said, another's pi ai'se ? 

Are these heroic triumphs things of old, 

And do I dead upon the living gaze ? 

Or rather doth the mind, that can behold 
The ivondrous beautj’ of the works and days, 
Create the image that her thoughts enfold ? 
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Rejoice, ye dead, ^Iiere’er yom spints dwell, 

Rejoice that yet on earth your fame is bright , 

And that your names, remember'd day and night, 
Live on the bps of those that love you well 
Tib ve that conquei d have the powers of bell, 

Each with the special grace of your delight 
Ye are the world’s creators, and thro’ might 
Of everlastiTig love yc did excel 

Now ye aie starry names, above the storm 
And war of Time and nature's endless ^vrong 
Ye flit, in pictured truth and peaceful form, 

Wingd with bright music and melodious song, — 
The flaming flowers of heaven, making May dance 
In dear Imagination s rich pleasance 
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I CARE not if I live, tho’ life and breath 
Have nevei been to me so dear and sweet 
I caie not if 1 die, for I cou\d meet— 

Being so happy — happily my death 
I care not if F love , to dav she saith 
She loveth, and love's history is complete 
Nor care I if she love me , at her feet 
Mj spiiit bows entranced and worshippeth 

I have no caie foi what was most my care. 

But all around me see fresh beauty boin, 

And common sights grown loielier than they were 
I dream of love, and id the light of mom 
Tremble, beholding all things very fair 
And strong with strength that puts my btiength 

scorn 
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In ftukumn moonlight, when the white air 
Is fragrant in the wuke ol summer hcncc, 

’Ti'i sweet to sit cntianced, md muse theieon 
In melanv-holy and godlike indolence 

When the proud spirit, lulld by mortal prime 
T-o fond pretence of immortality, 

Viewehh all moments from the bnth of time, 

All things whatc cr have been or yet shall be 

And like tlw garden, where the year is spent, 

The lum of old hfc is ftiU of yearning, 

Mingling poetic rapture of lament 
W th flowers and sunshine of spring’s sure returnnig* 
Onlj m Vision-, of the white air wan 
By godlike fancy seized and dwdlt upon 
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Ye blessed saints, that nowm heaven enjoy 
The purchase of those tears, the world’s disdain, 

Doth Love still with his wai jour peace annoy, 

Or hath Death fieed you from his ancient pAm i 
Have ye no springtide, and no burst of May 
In flowers and leafy trees, when solemn night 
Pants with Jove music, and the holy day 
Breaks on the ear w ith song» of heavenly light ^ 

What make ye and what strive for ^ keep ye thought 
Of us, oi in new excellence dinne 
Is old forgot ^ or do ve count for nought 
What the Greek did and what the Florentine ^ 

We keep your memories well O in your store 
Live not our best joys treasured evermoie ? 
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EDMUND GOSSE 

EPITHALAMIUM 

Hica in the organ loft, with liliod hair, 

Lo^e plied the pedals ''itli a snowj foot. 

Pouring fortli music liV.c tlie scent of fruit> 

And stirring all the incen'io laden air. 

We knelt before the altars gold rail, where 

The priest stood robed, >ntU chalicc and palni shoot. 
With music men, who bore citole and lute, 

Behind us, and the attandnnt -NiTg^ns fair , 

And so our led aurora flashed to gold, 

Oui davm to sudden sun, and all the while 
The high > oiced children trebled clear and cold, 

The censer bo\s went singing down the aisle, 

And fax above, with fingers strong and sure. 

Love closed our lues tnumplwuvt overture. 
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the fear of death 

Last night I woke and found between us drawn,— 
Between us, where no mortal fear may creep, — 
The vision of Death dividing us in sleep ; 

-And suddenly I thought. Ere light shall dawn 
Some day, — the substance, not the shadow, of Death 
Shall cleave us like a sword. The vision passed, 
But all its new-born honor held me fast, 

And till day broke I listened for youi breath. 

Some day to wake, and find that coloured skies. 

And pipings in the woods, and petals wet, 

-Are things for aching memoiy to foiget j 
And that your living hands and mouth and eyes 
Are part of all the world's old histories ! — 

Dear God ' a little longer, ah not yet ! 
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THE PIPE PLAYER 

Cool, and palm shaded from the tomd heat, 

The young bro^vn tenor puts his singing by, 
And sets the twin pipe to his lips to tiy 
Some air of bulrush. -glooms where loveis meet , 

0 swart musician, time and fame are fleet, 

Bnef all delight, and youth's feet fain to fly ' 
Pipe on in peace ' To morrow must we die ? 
What matter, if our life to day be sweet ’ 

Soon, soon, the silver paper-reeds that sigh 
Along the Sacred River will repeat 
The echo of the dark stoled bearers' feet, 

Who carry you, with wailing, wheie must lie 
Your swathed and withered body, by and by, 
la perfumed darkness with the grains of wheat 
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WILLIAM LEONARD COURTNEY 

death 

Grief, and the ache of things that pass and fade, 
The statel} pomp, the pall, the open grave, 

These and the solemn thoughts which cannot save 
Our eyes from tears, nor make us less afraid 
Of that dicad m}stery which God has made — 

How many thousand thousand men who waie 
Speechless farewells, with hearts foiloriily biave. 
Know well the mockeiy of Deatli s paiade ' 

This cannot help us to transgress the bounds, 

Nor give ns wings to overpass the steep 
Ramparts of Heaven which God s angels keep 
Wide IS the ‘great gulf fixed’ for us the mounds 
Of fresh-turned earth , above, sweet peace surrounds 
The painless patience of eternal sleep 
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EDMOND HOLMES 

Not m the sfaength of duty but of love, 

Not as Fate wills but as their comiades call, 

The stars of midnight on their orbits mo\c, 

Each drawn to each, and all afire for all 
Blind that we are, wc think they blindly sweep 
Through voids of darkness, without guide or aim 
Yet all the Universe, from deep to deep, 

Flashes and glows with love's ethereal flame 
Deaf that we are, we think tliat silence reigns 
When midnight sends no message to our ears 
Yet all Creation echoes to the strains 

Sung, at love’s bidding, by the gliding spheres 
Silent and dark we deem it, — yet the night 
B.mg8 with love's music, quivers with love s light 
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EDMOND HOLMES 

Memories 

0 I.AKD of solitude, can T forget 
How I haT,e watched a sudden sheet of spray 

up tnumphant on a stoimy day 
Abo^e the cliffs, when wintry waves beset 
A headland of despair — how I have met 
Far inland — wandareis from their native home — 
The flying feathers of your ocean foam, 

And felt the rushing west wind, salt and wet 
With driven mist —but I remember most 
How all one nigbt, 0 melancholy land. 

By lone Liscannor bay I could not sleep 
For listening to the voices of the deep — 

The tramphngs of a never ending host 
Along the desolation of the sand 
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FROM SHANNON TO SEA 

The Shannon bore me to thy bosom wide : 

I wandered with ifc on its winding way 
By fields of yellow com and new-TQOwn hay. 

And far blue hills that rose on either side. 

And low daik woods that fringed the ebbing tide: 
And ever as its waters neared tbe west. 

Out of the slumber of its broadening breast 
Paint momentary ripples rose and died ; — 

And rose again before the breeze and grew 
To wavelets dancing in the noonday light. 

And these were changed to waves of ocean blue. 
And creek and headland faded fiom the sight, 
And oh * at last — at last I floated fiee 
On the long rollers of the open sea. 
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THE OLD PARISH CHURCH, WHITBY 

Wk climbed the steep where headless Edwin lies — 
The kmg Mho struck for Chnst, and sinking fell ; 
Beyond the harbour tolled the beacon bell , 

Saint Maiy’s peal sent doi^n her glad replies ; 

So entered we the Church white galleries, 
Cross-stanohions, fiequent stairs, dissembled well 
A ship’s mid-hold, — we almost felt the swell 
Beneath, and cau^t o'crhead the sailois' erics. 

But as we heard the congregational sound, 

And reasonable voice of uoininon prayer 

And common praise, new wind was iu oui soils— 
Heart called to heart, beyond the horizon’s bound 
With Chnst we steered, through angel-liaunted air, 
A ship that meets all storms. Tides out all gales. 



233 



THE GOLDEN BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS 
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SWITZERLAND 

Land of undying Winter, endless Spnng, 

— For twice beLmd the scythe your valleys shine , 
Land of the broad leaved chestnut and the pme, 
"Wheie all the flowers their gayest garlands fling 
Before the feet of Summer , where bells ring 
An echo to the music of the kine , 

Land doubly flowing with milk and mellow wine, 
Milk of pure kindness wme of welcoming — 

To you I come worn out with petty care, 

Come, for the cuckoo called me , let blue floods 
And your white-blossoming valleys close me round. 
And give me leave with simple faith to share 
The solace of yout mountain sohtudes, 

And walk with Freedom on her native ground 
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THOMAS HERBERT WARREN 

MAY-DAY on MAGDALEN TOWER 


^OKH of the year, of day a«d May the prime ' 

Hoiv fifcly ,jo ^yg fcteep dark stair 

the brightness, of the inatm air 
To praise with chanted hymn and echoing chime, 

Dear l^rd of Light, thy lowlihead sobhmc 
That stooped erewhde our life’s frail weed to wear ' 
Sutij cloud, and hill, all things Thou finmest so fair, 
us arc glad and gay, greeting the time 

The college of tlie lily leaves her sleep , 

The gcaj lower locks and trembles into sound, 

Dawn smitten Memnon of a happier hour , 
Through faint-hued fields tlie silver waters creep , 

Day grows, huds pipe, and robed anew and evowned, 
fireen Spring trips foith to set tire world aflower 
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MARGARET L WOODS 

GENIUS LOCI 

PeacEj Shepherd, peace ' What boots it singing on ^ 
Since long ago giace giving Phoebus died. 

And all the tram that lo\e(l the stream bright side 
Of the poetic mount with him are gone 
Beyond the shoies of Stys and Acheion, 

In unesploied lealms of night to hide 
Ihe clouds that strew their shadows far and wide 
Are all of Heaven that visits Helicon 

Yet here, where never muse or god did haunt, 

Still may some nameless power of Nature stray. 
Pleased with the reedy streams continual chant 
And purple pomp^ of these broad fields in May 
The shepherds meet him where he herds the kine, 
And careless pass him by whose is the gift divine 
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A. MARY F. ROBINSON 

SOLDIERS PASSING 

Along the planetree-dappled pearly street, 
Full flooded with the gay Parisian light, 

I Watch the people gather, left and right. 
Far off I hear the clarion shrilhog sweet , 
Nearer and nearer conies the Uainp of feet , 
And, while the soldiers still are out of sight, 
Ovei the crowd the wave of one delight 
Breaks, and transfigures all the dusty beat 

So have I seen the western Alps turn rose 
When the reflection of the rising sun 
Irradiates all their peaks and woods and snows 

Even so this vaiious nation blends in one 
As down the street the sacred banner goes, 
And e\ery Frenchman feels himself its son ’ 
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THE VISION 

Sometimes when I sit musing all alone 
The sick diversity of human things^ 

Into my soul, I know not hou, there springs 
Ihe vision of a woild unhkc our o^vIl. 

O stable Zion, perfect, endless, one, 

Why hauntest thou a soul that hath no ivings? 
I look oil thee as men on mirage springs, 
knowing the desert bears but sand and stone. 

Yet as a passing minor in the street 

Flashes a glimpse of gardens out ot range 
Through some poor sick room open to the heat, 
So, in a world of doubt and death and change. 
The vision of eternity is sweet. 

The vision of eternity is strange 
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the frontier 

At the hushed bnnk of twilight, — when, as though 
Some solemn journeying phanloiii paused to Jay 
An ominous lingei on the aivestruck day, 

Earth holds her hreath till that great presence go,— 
A moment comes of visionary glow. 

Pendulous ’twist the gold hour and the grey, 
Lovelier than these, moie eloquent than they 
Of memory, foresight, and life’s ebb and flow 

So have I known, in some fair woman’s free, 

While viewless yet was Time’s more gross impnnt, 
The first, faint, hesitant, elusive hint 
Of that invasion of the vandal ycara 
Seem deeper beauty than youth's cloudless giapc, 
Wake subtlei dreams, and touch me nigh to tears 
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TO ONE WHO HAD WRITTEN IN DERISION 
OF THE BELIEF IN IMMORTALITY 

Di‘?Jiiss not soj with light hard phrase and cold, 
Ev’n. if it he hut fond inoagining. 

The hope whereto so passaonately ding 
The di earning geneiations fiom of old ' 

Not thus, to luckless men, are bdings told 
Of mistress lost, or riches taken wing , 

And IS eteiTiity a sLghtcr thing. 

To have or lose, than kisses or than gold ? 

Nay, tenderly, if needs thou must, disprove 
My loftiest fancy, dash my grand desire 
To see this curtain lift, these clouds retire. 

And Truth, a boundless doyspnng, bla^e above 
And round me , and to ask of my dead sirb 
His pardon for a word that wronged his love 
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the Modern sadness 

Old Cha\icer, the unconquerably 3'oung', 
Methought thou earnest by, and didbt mohne 
■An cor to these poor fitful notes ol mine, 

And didst reprove, albeit nitJi gentle tonguo, 
A lyre to joyous tnood so sddoni strung — 

So little vowed to l&vghta or the vine. 

her that rose a goddess from the brine, 
Mothei of half the songs the world hath sung 

Blandly arraigning ghost ' 'tis all too true,— 
A want of joy doth lo these strings reside , 
Some shade, that troubled not thy clearer day, 
Some loss, nor thou nor thy Boceaecto knev 
Bor thou art of tlie uiomiog and the May— 

I of the aatnmn and the eventide 
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WILLIAM WATSON 

NIGHTMARE 

(WRITTEN DURING APPARENT 
IMMINENCE or WAR) 

Ix a false dieam I sa« tlieFoc prevail 

The war ivas ended , the last smoke had rolled 

Awn.) and ne, ere«hile the strong and bold. 

Stood brokerij humbled, iiithcred, veok and pale, 
And moaned, ‘ Our greatness is become a tale 
To tell oui childcen's babes when we are old 
They shall put by their plaj tilings to be told 
Ho« England once, before the years of bale, 
Throned above trembling, puissant, grandiose, calm, 
Held Asm’s richest jewel in hei palm , 

And with unnumbered isles barbaric, she 
The broad hem of her glistening robe impearled , 
Then, when she wound her arms about the world. 
And had for vassal the obsequious sea ’ 
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CIOUlson kernahan 

^ SOLDIER’S PASSING 


^ Camp I saw my tont-door darken, 

‘ ^ not standing at salute — 

are jtqu ? ’ — < Orderly Death, Sir. Hearken ’ 


‘Whoa 
I brii 


‘®S * message no tnan may dispute.* — 

0 ^ Corporal Death,’ (thus would 3 haste lo gi eet himX 
Stay but your message till the bugle oall 
2 -Advance, that like a soldier 3 may meet Him, 
rotn whom you come, the King nho captains all ’ 


from s bed, but from the field of battle, 

Not mine a cow-death underneath a fence, 

Nor «ith sad ivatcbers listening for the rattle, 
The last long lingermg brealb. ere all is mute : 

Not among friends, but foes, may I pass hence, 
And, bword m hand, my Cbptnin and King salute. 
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HENRY CHARLES BEECHING, 
DEAN OF NORWICH 
NIDDERDALE 

T'wo -things I lo%e in this most Io\ely dale 
A stream of amber -water, clear nud chill, 

0 or slope stones slipping, or at w ay^ ard tv ill 
Breaking smooth silence to a silver talc , 

A firwood then, fanned by n gentle gale 
To lose its scent , witliin the trunks are still, 

And pillar a daik shrine for dreams to fill , 
Between the stones tiie unsunned grass is pole 

Two things I loTed , but thou, O loielier 
Than these, host all that these were ivoith to me. 
Thy clearer eyes know more of change and stir 
Than all tlie brooks, thy tongue more melody , 
And neath thy shadow^ hair, thy serene face 
Makes sanctuary in the holy place 
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henry CHARLES BEECHING, 
dean of NORWICH 
Doubt 

0 THAT "VQ too, above this earthly jar 
One clear command obeying, ne too might 
Our path jireordmate direct aright, 

Moving m music where the planefe are , 

Or motionless like to a fixM stai 

Might wait and watch above this weaiy right 

'Jho far-off coming of the morning bght, 

Ilia feet upon the easteim hills afor. 

Alas, alas i bewildered, desolate, 

A honor of thick darkness wraps us round, 

And some sit sadly down and weqp ocd wait, 
And some fall headlong ’u "ihe gulf profound, 
And some creep on by thinr own torches blazf* • 
0 sun, shine forth, as in the ancient days. 
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RENOUNCEMENT 

1 iiusT not think of thee, andf tired yet strong*. 

I shun the thought that luiks in all delight — 

The thought of thee— .and in the blue Heaven’s beightj 
And in the svreetest passage of a song 

Oh, juat beyond the fairest thoughts that throng 
This breast, the thought of thee waits, bidden 
bright , 

But It must never, never come in sight , 

I must stop short of thee the whole day long 

But when sleep comes to close each difficult day, 

When night gives pause to the long watch I keep, 
And all my bonds I needs must loose apart, 

Must dofF my viill as, raiment laid away, 

With the fiist dream that comes with the first sleep 
I run, I run, I am gathered to thy hoait 
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ALICE MEYNELL 

Your own pair youth 

Youit own fair vouth. you care so little for it, 

Smiling towards Heaven you would not stay the 
advances 

Of tune and change upon yonr happiest fancies 
^ keep your golden hour, and will restore it 

If ever, m time to come, yon would esploie it— 

Your old self, whose thoughts went like last year’s 
* pansies, 

Eook unto me , no imrror keeps its glances , 

Id my unfailing praises now I store li 

To guard all ]oys of yours tiom Timeb estranging, 

I shall be then a treasury where your gay. 

Happy, and pensive past unaltered is 

1 shall be then a garden charmed from changing, 

In which your June has never passed away 
Walk there awhile among my memories 
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WULFRUNA’S HAMPTON 
CWOLVERHAMFTON) 

Now certain womGn carved their nemes in stone 
That Tvhosoever ran the same might read, 
Cambridge was founded by Saint Etheldrede, 
The holy daughter of an Anghan thione . 

Saint rridcsvn.de it was made Oxford knoim 
By many a generous gift and godly deed : 

Samt Hilda nobly helped Northumbria's need 
“When Whitby’s abbey to full height had grown. 
Wulfinma, like^vise, chose the better part , 

And jit the midst of this our Mercian piain 
A stately minster to God’s glory raised> 

To prove thereafter to the thronging mart 
That favour is deceitful, beauty vain. 

But she that fears her Maker shall be praised 
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^^AURIGE HEWLETT 

WINDS' POSSESSION 


When winds blow high and leaves begin to fall, 

And the wan sunlight flits befoie the blast , 

When fields are brown and crops arc garnered all, 
And rooks, like mastered ships, drift wide and fast 
Maid Artemis, that feeleth hei young blood 
Leap like a freshet river for the sea, 

Speedeth abroad with hair blown in a flood 
To snuff the salt west wind and wanton free. 

Then would you know how brave she is, how high 
Her ancestry, how kindred to the "wind, 

Mark but her flashing feet, her ravisht eye 
That takes the boist’ious weather and feels it kind 
And hear her eager voice, how tuned it is 
To Autumn's clarion shiill for Artemis. 
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ELLEN THORNEYGROFT FOWLER 
WULFRUNA’S HAMPTON 
(WOLVERHAMPTON) 

Now certain women carved their names in stone 
That whosoever ran the same might read 
Cambridge i^as founded by Saint Etbeldrede, 
The holy daughter of an Anglian throne 
Saint Fndeswide it was made Osford known 
By many a generous gift and godly deed 
Saint Hilda nobly helped Northumbria's need 
Wlien Wlntby's abbey to full height had grown 
Widfnina, likewise, chose the better part , 

And In the midst of this oui Mercian plain 
A stately minster to God's glory raised. 

To prove thereafter to the thronging mart 
That favour is deceitfiii, beauty vain, 

But she that fears her Maker shall be praised 
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MAUMGE HEViTLETT 

the WINDS' POSSESSION 

WuEN winds blow hi|;b and leaves be^n to fall, 

And the wan sunlight flits before the blast ? 

When fields are brown and crops ore garneied all, 
And roohs, h}<€ masfccted abips, dnft wide and last 
Maid Arlemis that feeleth her young blood 
like a freabet n^er for the sea, 

Speedeth abroad Mitb hwr blown in a flood 
To scuff tUc west wind ond wanton free. 

Then would jou know bow brave she is, bow high 
Her ancestry, how kindred to the wnd, 

Mark but her flashing feet, her revisht eye 
That takes the boiit'ious neatber and feeis it kind 
And hear her eager ' oice, how tuned it is 
To Autumn’s tlnrion shrill for Artemis. 
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ARTHUR CHRISTOPHER BENSON 

REGRET 

I HOLD it now more shameful to forget 
Than fearful to lemcmber, if I may 
Malce choice of pain, my Father, I will pray 

That I may suffer rather than legiet , 

And this dull aching at my heait to day 
Is harder far to bear than when I set 
My passionate heait some golden thing to get, 

And, as I clasped it, it was tom away, 

* The world is fair,’ the elder spirit saith, 

‘ The tide flows fast, and on the further shore 
Wait consolations and surprises rare ’ 

But youth still cries, ‘ The love that was my faith 
Is "broken, and the mined shrine is bare, 

And I am all alone for evennoie ' 
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ARTHUR CHRISTOPHER BENSON 

ON THE HILL 

I \\ ouLD not d« ell w ith. Pa&sion , Passion grows 
•By what he feeds on — sense and sound and siglifc — 
Tire myriad bubbles dancing to the light, 

’Ihe frenzied fiagiance of the wanton rose 

But Lo\e may dwell with me pme Love, that glows 
The richer through the cold and lonely night , 

And gilds with waim ollulgence, biave and blight, 

The frosty sparkle of unsullied snows 

^Hien Passion thiobs and qmrei'i, Lore n, still 
And piteou!) swift to pictuic, apt to bend 
And li«>len , at the vliuL of erening gjay 

He ii^-cs, tlneads tire 'allcj, climbs the lull, 

To stand be-Mclc the milestone, ‘•land mid <nr 
So manr leagues cliudc me fioni my friend 
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HENRY NEWBOLT 

DB'V^ON 

Dbep-'wooded combes^ cleai-mounded bills of mom, 
Red sunset tides against a red sca*wall, 

High lonely baiio«s where the cttrlews call, 

Fai moors that echo to the Tinging liont, — 

Devon ' thou spiiit of all these beauties born. 

All these are tbme, but thou art more than all : 
Speech can but tell thy name, praise can but fall 
Beneath the cold nhite sea inist of thy scorn 

Vet, yet, O noble land, forbid us not 

Even no^\ to jom our faint memorial chime 
To the fieice chant wherewith their heaits ueie hot 
Who took the tide m thy Imperial prime , 

Whose glory’s Ibiiie till GJoiy sleeps forgot 
With her ancestial pbanfoms, Pride and Time 



252 



the golden book 

OF ENGLISH SONNETS 


A. ST. JOHN ADCOCK 

OUTSIDR THE CHURCH 

I PASSED witliout, what time tlie organ pealed 
The last high raptiiie of a stately hymn, 

And lingering where upon the twjhght dim 
The stoned windows, iich with warmth, revealed 
A pitying Christ ’mid humble shapes that kneeled, 
Heard the punctilious Piie^t intone a grim 
Creed'curse of some dead, eailhly sanhodnm, 

As if it opened all that God had sealed 

Not mine that perfect faith which strangely soothes 
The woild’s disquiet wlicie it enteis in, 

And yet I bear, thiough every night of doubt, 
A heart of hope mads glad by simple truths 
No door, 0 Priest* shuts all God’s light within, 
His stars aie v> ith me in tiie daik w ilbout. 
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RICHARD LE GALLIENNE 

GENTLE NIGHT 

I DREAMED last night that she foi whom my days 
Ale spent in hopeless weeping, came to me 
And took my hand, and kissed full tenderly 
My thiobbmg biow, and filled the still amaze 
That hushed my tongue with words that stop my breath 
E’en to lemember — how that always she 
Had been mj love, and still must ever be, 

Though she could only be rny bride m death, 

And so to day the sonow of my face 
Shines softly like a joy, and every chime 

That tells a passing hour makes it more sweety 
For no^v I know, though we shall never’meet 
In the cold light of au uafneudly Tune, 

Eove has prepaied ns an. eternal place 
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LAURENCE BINYON 

the tunnel 

Sitting with strangers in the hurrying tram, 

We spoke not to each other Golden May 
Flooded the warm fields gieener fiom the ram, 
Then sudden darkness stole it all away 

Hei face was gone , but on the dark I fi amed 
Its features, to my fancy's utmost height, 

And with love's utmost fondness, never named, 
Fainted the image of uiy life's delight. 

But lo > a gleam the window's edge outlined. 

And beautifully downing thiough the gloom 
She came back, 0 how much moiethan my mind 
Had pictured, triumphing ui bieath and bloom ' 

Then T, ashamed, gave thanks with joj , I knew 
That my best dream was bettered with the true 
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LORD ALFRED DOUGLAS 

TO SLEEP 

Ah, Sleep, to me thou com'st not in the guise 
Of one who hvings good gifts to weary men. 

Balm for hruiied hearts and fancies alien 
To unkind truth, and drying foi sad eyes 
I dread the summons to that fierce assire 
Of all my foes and woes, that iraits me when 
Thou mak’st my soul the unwilling denizen 
Of thy dim troubled house where uniest lies 

My soul IS sick with dreaming, let it rest. 

False Sleep, thou hast conspiied with Wakefulness, 
I will not piaise thee, I too long beguiled 
With idle tales. Wheie is thy soothing breast P 
Thy peace, thy poppies, thy forgetfulness ? 

Where is tby lap for me so tired a child ? 
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lord ALFRED DOUGLAS 
Beauty and the hunter 

Where lurks the shining quarry, swiffc and shy, 
Immune, elusive, unsubstantial ? 

In what dim forests of the soul, where call 
■No birds, and no beasts creep ? (the hunter’s cry 
Wounds the deep darkness, and the low winds sigh 
Through avenues of trees whose faint leaves fall 
Down to the velvet giound, and like a pall 
The violet shadows cover all the sky). 

With what gold nets, what silver-pointed spoors 
May we surpnse her, whot shm flutes inspire 
With breath of what serene enchanted air ? — 

Wash we our star-ward gazing eyes with tears, 

Till on their pools (drawn by our white desire) 

She bend and look, and leave her image there. 
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THE HON. MAURICE BARING 
AEIPIOBSSA KAAYS 
(THE HEART OF THE LILY) 

She listened to the music of the spheres. 

We tliought she did not hear our happy strings 
Stars diadem’d hei hair m misty rings, 

And all too late we knew those stars were teais 
Without she ivas a temple of pmc sno«, 

Within weie piteous 6auies of saciifice , 

And vmdemeath the dazzling mask of ice 
A heait of sinftest dre was dying slow 

She in herself, as lonely hhes fold 
Stiff siUer petals oicr secret gold. 

Shielded her passion and remained afar 
Prom pity Cast red roses on the pyre ' 

She that iras snow shall nse to Heaven as fire 
la the still glory of the morning star 
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RUPERT BROOKE 

the soldier 

If I should die, think onlj this of me 

That there’s some comer oJ a foiogij field 
Tliat IS for c\ er England There shall be 
In tliat rich eui Lh a nclici du»t concealed , 

A dust iihoin England boic. shaped, made auare> 

Gaie, once, hci flowers to loie, licr wajs to roam, 

A body of England &, bicathiog Engbsh an, 

Washed by the ni ers, hlest by suns of home 

And think, this heart, all ^''il shed av ay, 

A pulse in the eternal mind, no less 
Gives somewhere back tlie thoughts by England gnen 
Her sights and sounds, dieams happy as lici daj , 

And laughter, learnt of friends and gentlene-ss, 

In hearts at peace, under an English heaven 
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES 

A. CLOUD lay ciadled wear the seLting sun , 

A gracElcss doom «t scenw that Inds «s gneve 5 
A Sonnet IS a morociit’a niouument — 

A speck ■nitlun a hnundless Umveree 
A sudden pang cuntracts Uie Jieart of day. 

A T^tched thing it ^Tern. to hate our heart 
A tTunhlcd crahh&d man tliey picture thee. 

Across tlir trackless skies Ujou may st not ivandcr , 
After dark vapours have oppressed out pTmns 
All, Sleep, to me tliou com st not in the guise 
All, sirest Content, where is thy mild abode f 
All I ^ro she pitiful AS slic is ftur, 

Ah, Moe 18 me for pleasure thst is vain 
Alas ! luy heirt slirinka dull before To night > 
Alexia, here she stayed , amonc tliese pines, 

Along the planetree dappled peaily street. 

Already evening ' In Ihc duskiest nook 
An alhum is a hanguet fioin tlit store. 

And no v Lo\c sang but Ins wia ouch a song, 

And Uiou, O Life, the lady of All bliss. 

Around tius lichened home of hoary peace. 

As on my bed at dnwn 1 mused ind praj«d, 

As one that for o wcniy space lias Iain 
At Murren let the moruing lead thee out 
Atthe hushed brink oftwiligbt.— Tihcn, ns though 
At tliu round earth s imagmed corners blow 
Atetige, O Lord, tliy slaughtered samts. uhosc bones 
Away, away ! The tulHing breezes can , 

nr- It not mine to steal the cultured flovee 
Beauty still walkelh on the earth and air 
Behind thj iKudeboaid, on thj h xUered Imck. 
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Beneath the lo\clicst drenm Ihcro coils n ftar 
Bej ond the norUi vmikI ln> the InncI of old 
Bright star, uonld I ^>cre Mcadfist an thtrn art — 
Brooh, happy hrooL, that ghdest Uirotigh my dell 
But half a man’s doj-s — and lus dajB ^^c^c nights 


CAnr ciiARMEn Sleep son of llie sable Night, 

Clasj) dose my hand , tins little space is ours 
Clutching the brink ith hands and feet and Jvnccs 
Come hither all sw eel maidens sohcrlj , 

Come, Sleep, O Sleep 1 tho certain knot of peace, 

Cool, and palm shaded from the tornd heat, 

Count each nfflictiou, aahclhcr light or graae, 

Cover me with your everlasting nrms, 

Cyriaok, this three years day these eyes, though clear, 


Da.\ — like a conqueror marclung to Ins rest. 

Dear Dove, that bear’st to my sole labouring aik 
J?cor qmnslcf, who from those sfiadons sends. 
Death, be not proud, though some have calltd theo 
Deep wooded combos, clear mounded lulls of morn, 
Dim m the moon wide weltcnng Humber Howed . 
Dismiss not so with light hard pluase and cold, 


D^to l^s not anything to show more fair 
Eternal Spirit of the chainless Mmd I 
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Green httlo vnultor m the sunny grass, 72 

Gnef, and the aclio of Hungs that pass and fade, 229 


Hatly Bome Fijih first Jii Jige» gone 110 

^'‘PPy JS England ! I oouid be content 79 

Haric I bear’&t thou not Uic pipe of ITauous, sTveeping CO 

Having Una diy my liorsc, my hand, my lancc 5 

He left the upland lawns and serene air 319 

Help thou, but he not holpeii If need be, JSC 

Here, where ] ist night she came,— even she, for wliom 178 

High in tlie organ-loft Mith hbed hair, S2C 

How like n winter hath my absenre Iicen IS 

Hon long, 0 Lord ?— 'The voice is sounding still 103 

Howmany a jtar hath Time, with felon Imnd, 116 

How many blessed groups this hour are bending, 86 

How manj times night's silent queen her face *10 

How soon hath Tunc, the subtle thief of youth, 47 


I OABE not if I hve tho’ life and brenlli 
I dreamed last night that slie for whom my days 
1 heard a Saint ciy to the Sun — He dun 
1 hold it now more shameful to forget 
I joy to see lion, in your drawen work 
I know that nil beneath the moon decays, 

I met a traveller from an antique land 
I inu9t not think c/ thee , and tired yet strong 
I passed ■without, what time the orgtn pealed 
I sat with T.ot e upon a woodiide ■well, 

I saw the Master of the Sun ITe stood 
Isau the youthful singers of my day 
I see thee pine like lierin golden story 
I thought of Tliee, loy partner and ray guide, 

I u alked to day wlierc Past and present meet, 

I will not rail or gneve wlien toipid. cld 
I would not dwell with Pasaon , Pasann groifS 
If 1 could hve without the thou^t of Uenth. 

If I have sinned in act-. T may repent , 
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If I leave all for thee> 17111 thou excliange 
If m Life’s. Camp I saw my tent door darken, 

If I should die , think only this of me 
In a false dream I saw the Foe prevail 
In autumn moonlight, when the tvlutc air wan 
In Clmstian world Afflry the garland wears I 
In dim green depths rot ingot laden ships. 

In ruling well what guerdon ? Life runs low, 

It flows through old hushed Egsrpt and its sands, 
It la not death, that sometime in a sigh 
It must have been for one of us, xn\ oivn. 
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Land of undying Winter, endless Spnng, 

Last night I woke and found between us drawn, — 
Lawrence, of virtuoiis father virtuous son, 

Leave me, O Love, whidi readiest but to dust , 

Let mo not to the marriage of true minds 
Let otliers sing of If nights and Faladines, 

Like a musician, that with flying linger 

Like as the culver on the bared bough 

Like as tlic fountain of all light created 

Like as the waves malm towards the pebbled shore, 

Lone wanderer ’mid the loftiest heights of Thought, 

Long time a child, and still a child, when years 

Look how the flower whiedi hngenngly doth fade. 

Lord, with what care hTst Thou begirt us round I 

Love that is dead and buned, yesterday 

Mabv I I want a lyre with other strings, 

Methought 1 saw the grave where Laura 1 ly, 

Milton 1 thou sbouldst be living at tius hour 
Mom of the year of day and May the prime ! 

Most glonous Lord of life I tiiat on this day 
Much have 1 travelled in the realms of gold, 

Musing on Venice and the thooghl of thee 
My galley, charged with forgetfulness 
My heart’s Ideal thvt somewhere out of sight 
266 
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My lady’s presence mates Uic roses red. 

My letters ! all dead paper, mul« and nrfaite 
Slystenous Night 1 when our first parent knew 
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Never, oh never more shall I behold 356 

Not in the strength of duty but of love, 280 

Now, ds when sometime with high festival 238 

Now certain Tvomen carved their names in stone 248 


O CHOIR of Tempc mute tI>C8C many years, 

0 J’neml 1 I know not which way I must look 
0 gain that lurk st ungaintd in all gam 1 
0 land of solitude, can I forget 
0 Lord of all compassionate rontrol, 

0 loved wild bill side, that hast been a power 
0 Nightingale, Uiut on yon bloomy «ptay 
0 shady \ales 0 fair onnehOd meads, 

0 soft embalmer of tlie atiU midnight ' 

O than the fairest day ttiiice foiiernight 
0 that we too above this earthly jar 
0 visioned face unutterably fur 
O woman, whose faixuhar fact I hold 
‘ 0 yi., all 5 e that walk in Willowwood, 

Of all the Gods, for Love my heart is sore 
Of this fair volume which dc TVojld do name 
Oh for a voice tint in a single soug 
Oh Mother, holiest Jlother, Mother Niglit 1 
Old Chaucer the unconqncioMy young 
On this lone ible, whose rugged rocks affright 
On to the beach the quiet wnlcra crept 
Ouca did She hold the go-geouv cart in fee 
One day I ivrote her name upon the strand , 
One IcSson. Nature let me Icini ofthec. 

Others abide our question — ^Tliou art ftcc 
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Pr ACT, Shepherd pence' lyhnt loots it singing on ? 
Pleasures ho thioV est w here no pleasures seem 
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Hi III! r mo not 1 1 nnr vKh n<f *>1 
llcjoioc Mlitrt. or \ouriiiirlt*. 

ncmcmlH-r m< ulan 1 nm |.ont m 
r?L\nl\inp vorltK ro%«l\iitp st-n 

U!<;c.mk! tla Ma-stpr « omc unto Ihc fon-^t — 
Him, f-liciilitriH, run wljcrc Betlikm Most njtjanrs 
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Sad ‘ ifiiil v!iomCo(3 n umiup wl nt He Rn\p 
Scorn not 1 1 c ^onm. 1 1 Cnl ir 5 on Imv o frowned, 
Sc-iful Jictiiccn Hk' offl «/>Wt nmf tht-nev., 

Sci. ^01% llic fimnll coneciilmJc firi^ ft rcc 
&c\cn lump's of poUl tlic •.pinl b finnctimri 
Slinll I conipnTt iliie to n summer « (1h> ? 

Slnllvc not wc-irj tn llic dn >5 

She listened to the music of tlic tplicrcs , 

Since tl ore s no help come let us i ivs nntl pnrt 
Silling will strnngcn. in llic Imrrjing trim, 

So mniij o Uecnm «n<l Jiopc Ht it «ent find eime, 
So snng he and ns mccliiig rose nnd rose 
Sometimes m htn I sit mining all alone 
Spring speaka agitn and oil our woods nrc stirred, 
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Tsx nol the roj al Sunt xrilli a am expense, 

Tell iis O Guide by wrliat slrangc natural laws 

Tint time of 5 car thou tnajsL in me behold 

The Clmroh stands there bejond the orchard blooms 


The cTacldmg embers on Uic hearth nrc dead , 

Tl I. crimson Moon Uprising from the sea 

The curtains were half drawn ttie floor was swept 031 

Tlie d irkness dccpuni, on the dim lit sliore ^ 

The day is gone and all its sweets ace gone I 
The dead abide wiUi us 1 Though stark and cold 150 

The end of the old order drasreth lugh 211 

The honeysuckle clambers everysrl ere 21 )& 

The imperial Consort of the Fmry king 61 

The Lady of the Hills ivith enraes untold 196 

The lost day s of my life until to day 125 

268 




The poetry of CRrlli 13 nci cr <3coO • 78 

The rose to the wind 1ms jnclded : all its leaves 2J8 

The Shannon bote me to thy bosom wide . 232 

The soolo season, that bud and bloom furtb brings, 2 

The tenderest tipple touched and touclicd the shore . 106 

The wail of Moschus on the mountains crying 109 

le wild things loicd me, but a wood spnte said 198 

The world is too much with us , late and soon, 58 

Then hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now, 15 

TJicj s-iy our best illusions soonest fly — 188 

They say that shadows of deceased ghosts SO 

Wiine eyes I loi-e, and they, ns pitying me, 18 

^inhupon Death, ’tis good to thioK of Death, 81 

This little light IS not a little sign 1 H 

Thou art a fisher ofMizorbo; lone, 118 

Thou Ghost,’ I said, ‘ and is tby name To-day ? — 12B 

Thrice toss these oaken ashes tn ttie air, 38 

^iv lips are quiet, and thine eyes are still ; 177 

Tis Christmas, and wa ga?o with downbent head 172 

To-day, all day, I rode upon the down, 190 

To me my life seems as a h runted house, 1T9 

To stand upon a windy pinnacle, 202 

To thee, my master, thee, my sbinmg one, 200 

Toussaint, the most unhappy man of men I C4 

’Tivas August, and the fitree sun overhead 118 

Two minutes’ rest till the next mao goes in 1 183 

Two tlungs I love m tins mod. lo% ely dale B44 

Unuke are we, unlike, O princely Heart 1 85 

We climbed the steep where headless E!dwin Ues — 233 

e scarcli the darkness from tbe Villa's height 170 

We stand upon the moorish mountain side 119 

H e talked of ‘ Childreri of the Open Air,’ 19 1 

IVere I as base js is the loiily plain, <11 

IVhat can I give thee back O libenil 97 

llTiat power is this ? what witchery wins my leet 197 

When do I see thee most, beloiedooe? 120 
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Wion Irom the blossoms of tlie noisefnl da 5 — 1S5 

Wlien He returns, and finds the World so drear — 161 

When I consider how my light ib spent, 

■When m the cliromelc of wasted time 

When T^ttj had scarce passed her third glad year 102 

Hlieii our two souls stand up erect and strong, 59 

hen to the sessions of sweet silent thought 12 

When we were idlers with the loitenng nils, 81 

When Winds blow higli and leaics begin to /all, 249 

^Vherc ha^ e I been this perfect summer day, — 195 

IVlicre lurks the shining qu'irry, stnft and shy, 257 

Where San Jlmiato's convent from the sun 231 

Where still Vareona wears her cypress crown 213 

Where wert thou, Soul, ere jet my body born 
While ^et we wait for spniig, and from the dry 320 

White sails that on tlie horizon flash and flee, 186 

l^Tiy do I sing ' I know not wJjj, mj tricrid , 104 

With how Bjd steps, O Moon, thou dunbst the skies 1 8 

* l^ith lioiv saci steps, 0 Moon, thou chmb’st the sky, C2 

Ye blessed saints, thit now in heaven enjoy 22S 

Ye liasten to the dead * Wliat seek ye there, 76 

Your own fair youth, jou care so little for it, 247 
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